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Two Pictures. 3

Cicely met him on the stairs.

“What a beggarly night ! ” he said, as they mounted the stairs
together. ‘Why, when I left Anne’s Dene the smoke was going
straight up, instead of coming down. The old beggar won’t come
to terms.” He had been down to Surrey that day.

“ Perhaps it is as well,” returned Cicely; she did not like the
idea of his going away—he had been very kind. “You know father
always said that you would work this into a fine practice. 1’'m afraid
you don't stick to it enough.”

Frank took the slight admonition kindly ; they were very good
friends, these two.

“ Well, perhaps not,” was all he said. ¢ But how is Brud to-night? ”

“I'm afraid he is no better.”—Words simple enough.

He needed no invitation, and together they entered the bright
room in which Brud lay upon a sofa drawn up to the fire. Pale,
refined, and bright-eyed, he stretched out a delicate hand to the
young doctor, who took a seat beside him.

By degrees, their quiet conversation turned upon the doctor’s
visit. He told them of the falling beech-mast, the dying bracken,
and the changing woods, and presently, being drawn away by a
theme dear to his heart, he went back to his own boyhood amongst
the beauties of the Surrey hills, and told of their summer glories in
glowing terms.

Presently, the tired, listening boy lifted his head, and said, ab-
stractedly :

“I shall go into the country soon, shan’t I? God lives in the
country.” Poor child, he had never seen it.

Something in the tone seemed to touch his hearers as a prophetic
allusion. Cis bent away her head, and Frank coming over to her,
they spoke earnestly together.

Yes, few indeed are the things one sees in a great city to remind
one of one’s Maker. The few scanty trees seem powdered over
with a fine coal-dust, and would no doubt be looked down upon as a
“ coloured” race by the same species in the country. The sky, if
not entirely blotted out, is at least veiled in crape, and its full
beauty hidden. The sun rises and the sun sets upon a great city—
but there is no trace of glory in either. All things tend to remind
one rather of the greatness of man. Does one see fine pictures—
men painted them ; fine monuments, fine buildings—men built
them ; fine sculpture—it is the work of man’s hand.

But the wandering Arab standing upon the terrace
“the lost bickwoodsman guided by the V






Two Pictures. 5

“You're to come in,” cries the lad, stooping over a root and
pinching off several shoots.

“Who says so?”

“Cis.”

“ Well, I suppose that settles it,” with a hearty laugh. ¢ These
strawberries are a regular weed, ain’t they? I think I shall do away
with them altogether "—there is nothing new in this remark—* why,
it’s half an hour yet to sundown ! ” he had ascertained this by holding
out his hand horizontally to judge the distance between the sun and
the horizon : it was just two fingers—the whole hand is an hour, each
finger a quarter of an hour. “Go and set the windmill on, Brud,
and I'll come.”

Brud lets go the lever of the windmill ; the fan swings round and
stands at a right angle to the wheel—it is the deadest calm (if one
calm can be said to be deader than another).

Frank and Brud go hand in hand towards the house ; they are
met by Cis—a little rounder and more matronly perhaps, but the
same Cis as of old.

Frank passes his arm around her waist, and so for a few minutes
they walk up and down beside the house, talking pleasantly together.

Brud goes indoors, probably to see to his fishing tackle, for he
and some other boys are just now much taken up with that pastime.

Presently Frank, leading his wife to an easy-chair on the lawn,
sits down, and merely tapping his right knee, to indicate that that is
the one for her to sit upon, takes her in his arms,

“ Dearest,” she says, “I didn’t think it was possible to be so
happy.”

“Nor I, Cis.”

For a minute it would have been well-nigh impossible for a
stranger to have told which face the moustache grew upon ; then
laying her head back upon his shoulder, together they watch the
evening close.

Looking towards the mountains, they see the mountain fog
gradually descending. First only the tips of the redwoods and
other gigantic pines are obscured ; then the oaks and madronas;
now it lingers in the chaparral with a fonder embrace, as though
loth to descend lower and become contaminated with the baser
atmosphere ; lastly, with an apparent effort, it reaches down to the
manganitas, and kisses the parched pink petals of the rhododendrons,
which so refreshed seem to raise their heads and ask for mor= -
“ Just one more,” they seem to say, “ and then we will o~

Here its sweet mission is ended ; it will descend r












The Art of Conversation. 9

time, for if he were put to it, he would, as he tells us, sooner lose his
sight than his hearing and speech. The study of books he holds a
“‘languishing and feeble motion that heats not, whereas conversation
teaches and exercises at once.” Who, too, that has read Mr. John
Morley’s brilliant sketch of the social life of Diderot and the En-
cyclopedists, doubts the high place that conversation held in France
in the last century? ¢ All is lost,” said one, when Roland appeared
at the Court of Louis XVI. without buckles in his shoes. Yet such
recent pictures as Mr. Orchardson’s Salon de Madame Récamier, and
such recent books as the ‘ Life of Madame Mohl” show that these
social traditions were not lost with the shoebuckles. Irench litera-
ture and life, in truth, from the time of Montaigne to our own day
are full of proofs of the large place which conversation held, and still
holds, in their ideas of enjoyment. -

Nor need we be so humble as to put in no claim for ourselves.
We are, no doubt, too serious a race. But amongst Englishmen of
vigorous understanding there would always be short shrift for the
Scotch gentleman who said that ‘the great bane of all society is
conversation.” When that famous company, which included Shake-
speare and Ben Jonson, used to meet at the ¢ Mermaid ” Tavern, the
talk must have been a thing to remember. * What things we have
seen done at the ¢ Mermaid’ "—

Heard words that have been so nimble and so full of subtle flame,
As if that every one from whom they came

Had meant to put his whole wit into a jest,

And had resolved to live a fool the rest

Of his dull life.

In a later generation Milton, who was but half a Puritan, was far
too much of an artist to make his angels slavish nuisances, ever kneel-
ing before a throne or playing on harps. No, “they eat, they
drink, and 7 communion sweet quaff immortality and joy.” What a
picture of refined enjoyment occurs in Clarendon’s well-known
character of Falkland ! After saying that the I.ord Viscount Falkland
was “a great cherisher of wit and fancy and good parts in any man,”
he relates that Falkland had ‘“resolved not to see London, which
he loved above all places, till he had perfectly learned the Greek
tongue,” and so Falkland went to his house in the country. And
this is how Clarendon describes life there :—

In this time, his house being within ten miles of Oxford, he contracted
familiarity and friendship with the most polite and accurate men of that Uni.
versity, who found such an immenseness of wit and such a solidity of judgment in
him, so infinite a fancy, bound in by most logical ratiocination, such a vast kv
ledge that he was not ignorant in anything, yet such an excessive humi'™
he had known nothing, that they frequently resorted and dwelt -






The Art of Concersation. I

gusted with the “ wealthy curled darlings of our nation.” A society
journal speaks of the *thin smart, bald talk of the present day” ;
and Mr. Mallock, in that rather impudent but clever book, the A'ew
Republic, says *that men are just as immoral as in the time of
Charles II., and much more stupid. Instead of decking their im-
morality with the jewels of wit, they clumsily try to cover it with the
tarpaulin of respectability. The fop of Charles’s time aimed at being
a wit and a scholar. The fop of ours aims at being a fool and a
dunce.”

To discuss the remedies for these evils might lead us far. The
disgust of the Scotch farmers who bought Mr. Ruskin’s ¢ Notes on
Sheepfolds ” only to find a treatise on the pastoral office, would
perhaps hardly be greater than would be that of the readers of this
article if it were converied into a dissertation on Christianity, or
Socialism, or popular culture ; and vet it were quite possible to do
this, and show the connection with conversation. For this subject
as a social ar: has relation to all other matters afiecting human
society. However, 1t is not intended :0 branch so wide. We cannot
here debate the whoie environmen: of talkers and everybody else.
Reforms, social, politiczl, and moral, the desirability of plain living
and high thinkinz—:hese are great and attractive themes, but we
must pass them br. Here let us consicer some of the conditions of
good conversaton, so far as immediately concerns the talkers and
the listeners, and sume of the remecies for poverty in talk.

Some may sav that 1ze tal Ler, like the poet, is born, and not
made. Bu: zalter .«..'.. tte “worilingz-his-natve-woodrnotes-wi.d ”
theory is a very ¢oubfil ome.  Nazizre must o much, but art must
add thereto. Ben Jonson in Lis Lnes 15 the memory of Shakespeare,
debates this -uestion zng concludes that “a good poet’s made as
well asbom.™ Th.e same may be said of a good talker. He is in
part born znd in pzrt rmzde. There are, of course, some people
without tbe proper I -:':’.:u Gual:ificasons. But even where such
natural guzificz: J'.'.':s gxist thev do not suffice. A very little social ex-
perience makes Ut 1nuoCer at the idea of the untuiored talker. We
are SUIELIDEY Lo ;J'cr; t% bLeleve that men of the Polonius stamp
are sELt U TEILILC Ut LNz the curse is not yet removed But there
is 2 geter rosanet than Polonius.  There is the bore of another
Species —Wwhit it Urok. md cauls it sincerity, or impertinent and calls
it anmety for your wwul  Let us have an, then, as well as nature.
Distinciuios 13 COnyersatuon is 2 very rare thing, more rage ewe
omatorical power. Ope great reason for this is that
thove whe would desire it, many do pot find the ren
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|

expect the great men amongst them to talk well. She must have
been a most unreasonable person who was disappointed with Napoleon
because, when a lot of ladies were presented to him, he only
remarked to each of them how hot it was.

Nor for conversation, must society be very unequal. By inequality,
I do not refer to the doubtful distinctions of banking accounts or
family trees. So far as these are concerned, there is nothing so
democratic as conversation. But it does demand some approach to
a similarity—not in opinions : with good temper these may very
widely differ—but in manners and taste, and above all, in intellectual
capacity. When people are brought together without care for these
similarities we know what happens. If their number be large enough,
they involuntarily split up, not by cold cxclusiveness, but by natural
selection, into mutually appreciative groups, of which each member
has some affinity for the rest. Where this instinctive distribution is
through smallness of numbers or the fussiness of a host, impossible,
we may expect a dull time. All know Bret Harte’s tale of a man
who had never heard of Adam before, and asked ¢ What was his
other name ?” But there have been talkers in real life also who had
to endure much at the hands of the ignorant. Sir Walter Scott
had a clever friend who was once utterly bafled by a stranger
in a stage coach. The friend, who wished to converse, assailed the
stranger on all hands,and at last expostulated, “I have talked to
you, my friend,” said he, *“on all the ordinary subjects—literature,
farming, merchandise, gaming, game-laws, horse-races, suits at law,
politics and swindling, blasphemy and philosophy ; is there any one
subject that you will favour me by opening upon?” “Sir,” said he
in reply, * can you say anything clever about bend leather?” Most
people, like Sir Walter, would confess they would have been as much
nonplussed as his acquaintance. Perhaps the man who was only in-
terested in ‘“ bend leather ” was past hope for conversational purposes.
Conversational art alone cannot cure ignorance, but even it is less
fatal than intellectual feebleness. Men such as the Mr. Brook of
George Eliot’s ‘“ Middlemarch” would exasperate an Archbishop
and depress an Archangel. Nor is another form of mental inequality
less injurious to conversation. There are some people’s wits which
serve to remind us of the stars so remote that it takes their light
thousands of years to reach us. They are like the ‘“warranted genuine
snark,” which shows

Slowness in taking a jest ;
Should he happen to venture on oae,
Will sigh like a thing which is deeply dis*
And it always looks grave at a pw












The Art of Conversation. 17

at it under the table and “refresh.” It is easy to credit the assurance
that this was “regarded as far the best joke ” about the don, and that
the “laughter before he spoke was always greater than when he had
sped his shaft.” How much more fortunate was the Autocrat of the
Breakfast Table! He met and delighted in a gentleman who said,
sweetly and honestly, “ I hate books.” ‘I did not recognise in him,”
says Dr. O. \. Holmes, ‘“inferiority of literary taste half so dis-
tinctly as I did simplicity of character, and fearless acknowledgment
of his inaptitude for scholarship.”

We find most vigorous talkers have a much wider outlook than
their library window. Praed, in one of his best poems, describes the
discursiveness of the Vicar :

His talk was like a stream which runs

With rapid change from rocks to roses :
It slipped from politics to puns,

It passed from Mahomet to Moses;
Beginning with the laws which keep

The planets in their radiant courses,
And ending with some precept deep

For dressing eels or shoeing horses.

To come from poetry to fact, Burke and Samuel Johnson are
good illustrations of this width of range. Burke could talk, it is
said, on every subject except gaming and music. Johnson, of whom
we know more, was an enormous, even a greedy, reader. Yet there
was nothing of a prig about him. His recorded conversation dis-
plays a vast store of knowledge which books could never have given
him. ¢ They call me a scholar,” said he, “and yet how very little
literature there is in my conversation ! ” The knowledge he shows of
trades is as remarkable as the similar knowledge which has puzzled
commentators on Shakespeare’s plays. Brewing and threshing,
thatching and ditching, tanning, milk and the various operations
upon it, gunpowder and “ military topics,” all were discussed by
Johnson. Boswell once tried to sound the depth of Johnson’s
knowledge by enticing him to talk of the trade of a butcher.
Boswell began in an artful way by referring to the practice in
Otaheite, where, he said, they strangled dogs for feod, but did not
bleed them to death. The trap failed. Johnson immediately took
up the subject ; soon he was explaining how and why different
animals are killed in different ways ; finally, he went on to discourse
on London slaughter-houses, and generally on the trade of a butcher.
But this is no isolated case. Open Boswell’s book anywhere and ¢t
will always prove the variety of Johnson’s topics. Take, for -

Friday, the 7th of May, 1773, Johnson being then si
VOL. CCLXX, NO. 1931.












The Art of Conversation. 21

Street, where before business began, they debated economic problems.
‘There is also the conversation in which, after a hard day’s work, we
are glad to throw off the dominion of logic and remember that it is
also necessary sometimes to play the fool. The improvement of
cither sort helps the other. But this latter sort of conversation, the
conversation of recreation, will always hold by far the larger space
in men’s thoughts. Knowledge we may get from books, but wit
and humour—what are these at second hand? Often but funeral
baked meats. We may, so far as conversation is concerned, be
righteous overmuch. There has been a recent lamentation over the
‘“decay of lying.” Let us all protest against any person’s right to ex-
clude imagination from our talk. It is an outrage to ask whether a
good story is true. Those severe persons who always feel it their duty
to be very accurate, and to demand accuracy, thosc who sit down by
the fireside, with the ten commandments written on their faces, and
are conscientious at any cost, are no doubt pillars of society, but
they are simply nuisances so far as conversation is concerned,
and ought to have homes, or rather asylums, for themselves.

Let no onc think this topic too trivial. It is really an important
one, and I have endeavoured to justify its serious consideration. In
the eagerness of existence, we are apt to forget that learning or
riches may become a burden, and virtue alone almost odious.

But something whispers to my heart
That as we downward tend,
Lycoris ! /ife requires an ar¢
To which our souls must bend.

And inthis greatest of all arts, the art of living—so much greater
than any special art—conversation must always play a large part.
When it is regarded by all as a fine art, in which they would excel,
the charms of society will be increascd a hundredfold.

GEORGE WHALE












The Parachute of the Dandelion. - 25

resemblance between a fruit of this description and a seed is so close,
however, that for our present purpose the distinction may be
neglected. |

That the pappus plays an important part in the life-history of the
dandelion, might be inferred from the precautions taken by nature
to secure its perfect development. While the fruit is maturing, the
bracts close up and cover in the florets, just as they did before the
flowers expanded ; the capitulum, in fact, re-assumes the appearance it
had in the bud. Opening the quiver-like involucre at this stage, we find
it full of fruits, crowded together on the receptacle. Each achene is
tipped with a pencil of silky hairs, which becomes elevated as the apical
beak of the fruit elongates. When the fruits are fully developed, the
protecting bracts fold back, the receptacle, till now concave, becomes
convex—the involucre cup is turned inside out in fact, causing the
fruits to assume different inclinations, so that their beaks stand at an
equal distance from one another. At the same time the vertical
pappus hairs spread out till they almost stand at right angles to the
beak. The brushes are thus converted into parachutes, and so
arranged that they form a sphere. All these changes occur in co-or-
dination, and are executed with the utmost nicety and precision in
an incredibly brief space of time. Thus there is evolved the beautiful
feathery and symmetrical globe of fruit so familiar to everyone as the
dandelion “clock.” While these changes are in progress, the flower-
stalk becomes erect, the better to expose the seeds to the action of
the wind. Under its influence the hairs of the pappus are still further
dried, and the connection of each fruit below with the receptacle is
gradually weakened, until at last it gives way and the seceds are
scattered on the breeze.

Without this provision the achenes of the dandelion would fall
straight and quickly to the earth, forming a little heap at the base of
the stem. So well, however, do these hairs serve their purpose that
even in still air an achene falls very slowly, and the slightest current is
sufficient to bear it a long distance away. The hairs on the top of
the beak are not quite horizontal, but slope slightly in an upward
direction ; they thus present a lateral surface which causes the fruit
to be borne faster and farther before the wind. A stalked pappus is
better exposed than a sessile tuft of hairs ; the slender beak therefore
serves, like the straightening of the flower-stalk, to give the fruits a
fair start. The arrangement in goat’s-beard is very similar, but the
achenes are larger, their beaks longer, and the feathery globe or
“ clock ” is four or five times bigger than that of the dandelion.

Itis- " 4 hefore they are


















Spa. 31

the Place for their return. Here, too, come galloping by the
wonderful little Ardennes nags, mostly roan-coloured, compact,
vigorous little animals like small cobs, and which are reputed to have
been crossed with the Arab steed.

After being a few hours in the place the sense of old fashion
affects one strongly. The Redoute is one of the old dancing- and
gambling-rooms, the pattern of which is common over Europe, and
dates from the middle of the last century, an elegant and florid piece
of work. There are special features in all gambling watering-places,
but one strikes the traveller at his first visit. Each Grand Duke or
King, to whom the property belongs, has taken care to make a kind
of sylvan railway which leads off from the broad main line and
winds away up the hills through lovely woods and velvet dells, round
sylvan corners and green lanes, until we reach the little romantic spot.
Such is the introduction to Baden Baden, Soden, Homburg, and
others. The day fine, the air soft, the sensation of thus speeding on
in a holiday train, the leafy branches of trees flying past, is truly
delightful, and nothing can be more inviting than the first glimpse of,
say, Homburg or Spa, as you come from the train, and pass the
Kiosk where the band is playing, the houses seeming like side-scenes
with a background of wooded hills, the company promenading or
clattering home from their mountain drive. Indeed, that entry
always gives the idea of the first scene in an opera, when the curtain
has gone up. Everything is irregular and straggling, the ground lies
up-hill and down-hill ; the houses thrust now their corners now their
sides forward, or their backs towards us; the streets—there are
only half-a-dozen—have the true picturesque narrowness, and are
painted in gay colours, and each house has its sign. Thus, we live
at ¢ the town of Madrid,” * the town of Moscow,” or “the town of
Paris,” or at “the Hotel of Spain,” as the case may be ; though a
well-meant, but awkward, bit of sympathy is the labelling one establish-
ment “at the sign of the French Emigrants.” The ‘ Hotel of
Flanders” is painted a warm green, and has its courtyard, with
orange-trees in tubs, which, somehow, impart a festive air to all foreign
hotels. In England we shall always sigh in vain for those bright
rooms with the. enamelled white folding doors, the muslin curtains,
the handsome bedstead, and very often the glass door opening on the
garden. The worthy Sury family who used to keep this establishment
were well known to, and better remembered by, many an English
family : as well for their obliging, friendly attentions to their guests as
for their excellent cuisine.

As a matter of course we have our “Strangers’ List,” which,
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tion by galloping through the streets at full speed mounted on a
little Spa hack, laughing and chattering immoderately. A notable
form too was the Baron de Haindel, a Strasbourg nobleman, who
brought with him innumerable carriages, running footmen, and a
negro, who were continually appearing in fresh fancy dresses —now
like T'urks, now arrayed in gold and satins —the black * carrying three
watches.” There were English nobles in plenty : it was reported that
the Duke of Chandos, “ who had the privilege of saying anything to
anybody without offence,” bluntly asked the Emperor of Austria
‘why he didn’t marry.” Another singular character was the Nuncio
from Drusscls.

‘The chief attraction of this Café de I'Europe has always been
the gaming, which, up to a recent period, had gone on for a century
and more. This drew to the place all the adventurers, the knights
of industry, and “unclassed characters of Europe ”; and there was
something in this contrast between the innocent pastoral air of the
retired valley, with its simple peuasants, “ Annette and Lubin,” and the
rest, and the disorderly crew who filled the town. We may find in
the vile chronicles of Casanova sketches of the sort of characters that
resorted to the place, who could only live their life ‘“on their wits,”
as it was leniently called—that is, by swindling others. In this extra-
ordinary book there are many scenes described of the life at Spa,
which seems to have been the paradise of adventurers, owing to its
demure air and retiring graces. A certain ‘ Chevalier Hay,” a
Scotch gentleman, is credited with being the first who introduced
gambling, establishing regular “rooms” for the purpose, and also
‘“an English club.” The magistrates, seeing that the taste for play
drew so many strangers, wished to develop it as a permanent institu-
tion. There was one of those curious, long-abolished potentates—a
Prince Bishop of Augsburg—who fancied the little town, and had
repaired to it regularly for more than fifteen years. He had planted
the pretty promenade known as that of the ¢ Sept Heures,” one of the
most attractive spots in the place. At his intercession the * Suzerain,”
the Cardinal Prince Bishop of Litge, graciously accorded the town a
privilege for holding gaming tables, and the magistrates set to work
on the Redoute, which is still to be seen. Strange to say, however,
the townsfolk were found to have more decency than their rulers;
and, in the face of their pecuniary interests, they set up a vehement
opposition to the new scheme. In May, 1763, they forwarded to
their sovereign a formal protest against the demoralising benefit
offered them. So hostile was their attitude that the magistrates were
glad to dispose of their scheme—70,000 francs Nl AAxesdy ‘besw

























































































































































92 Zhe Gentleman's Magazine.

fiasco which attended Forrest’s second adventure, the reappearance of
the actress in 1852 was the signal for the gathering of troops of friendly
playgoers. Acting with all her pristine force and fire, experience had
given greater mellowness ard maturity to her style.  Although
unmistakably at a disadvantage in Shakespearian characters, which,
for the most part, require subtlety for their proper exposition, Charlotte
(Cushman gained further laurels for her impersonation of Queen
Katherine at the Haymarket in 1854. ‘T'he popularity of her ren-
dering is accounted for by the fact that she played down to the level
of modern intellects.  But what the role gained in one way it lost in
poctic loftiness and classicality.

At the Haymarket (February, 1855) Charlotte Cushman triumphed
again as Romco to the Julict of her sister Susan. More of passion
and less of exaggcration were then exhibited in the part of the love-
sick Montague than had ever been witnessed within living memory.
‘The artiste’s sex, so far from proving a demerit, was in this instance
a material advantage. Her voice and figure, as already observed, had
a sufficiency of the masculine. Added to this the greatest vehemence
of action she was able to throw into the part was obviously less vig-
orous than the tensity of the average male Romeo. Were it not for
her L.ady Townly in “The Prcvoked Husband,” we should be inclined
to say that Charlotte Cushman was barely tolerable as a comedienne.
Her grip of this character, as playcd at the Haymarket in November,
18535, was certainly thorough, although marred now and again by her
usual earnest intensity of manner. But the few weak points in the
interpretation were swallowed up, so to speak, by her admirable
delivery of the wit and repartee with which this essentially dialogue
part abounds. Indced, whatever may be the faults of American artists
of the first water, a deficicncy of precision and distinctness in stage
diction is not of the numbcr.

John R. Scott, the Bowery tragedian, visited London and the
provinces in 1847, with but moderate success. Farly in 1848 we
have to note thc advent of a charming and variously talented
actress in Anna Cora Mowatt. Playing leading business at the
Olympic in April of that year, she was capitally supported by a com-
patriot, Mr. E. L. Davenport. Mrs. Mowatt’s own play, “ Armand ;
or, the Child of the People ” (originally produced at the Park Theatre,
New York, during September, 1847), had its first English per-
formance at the Marylebone, January 18, 1849, when, in deference
to the views of the licenser, the ordinary sub-title was changed to
““ The Peer and the Peasant.” Owing to the anti-monarchical tend-
ency of the piece several passages were blue-pencilled by the same
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1865, 1n a play hastily reconstructed by Dion Boucicault from
Charles Burke's stage version of the Sleepy Hollow legend. In-
adequate as was the production, Jefferson’s marvellous acting
retained ““Rip Van Winkle ” on the bills for 172 consecutive nights.
But une may regret the success which has kept the player harping,
for the most part, on a single string ever since.

‘The most noteworthy cvent of 1866, from the present point of
view, was the dibut at the Royalty, late in May, of Mr. Charles
Wyndham as Sir Arthur Lascelles in ¢ All that Glitters is not Gold.”
This most mercurial of comedians had gained his early stage ex-
perience at the Olympic Theatre, New York, and had subsequently
firured as an army surgeon during the war. Mr. John Sleeper
Clarke, afterwards to be recognised as the popular manager of the
Strand, Charing Cross, and Haymarket Thcatres, made his first
appearance in England at the St. Jamess towards the middle of
October, 1867, in his well-known impersonation of Major Wellington
De Boots. It was under his management at the Haymarket that
Miss Linda Dictz, after three years’ histrionic experience in America,
elected, in August, 1873, to make her bow before an English
audience.

America has reason to feel proud of the European career of Miss
Génevieve Ward, who, ever since her appearance as Lady Macbeth
at Manchester in October, 1873, has held a high and well-nigh
unique position on the English stage. Previous to gaining tragic
laurels, Miss Ward (whose carcer 1s somewhat analogous to that of
Charlotte Cushman) had won some distinction as a lyric artiste.
America has lent us many dramatic vocalists of mernit, such as Kate
Munroe (1874), Emma Nevada (1880), and Agnes Huntingdon
(1883) ; but it is just possible that, until the début of Zélie De Lussan
as Carmen at Covent Garden on July 7, 1888, London had never
heard a lyric artiste of first-rate ability whose training had been
solely and entirely American.

Besides the appearance of Mr. and Mrs. George S. Knightin
«“Otto * ; of Mr.and Mrs. W. J. Florence in “’T’'he Almighty Dollar”;
of Mr. William Calder and Mr. D. H. Harkins, the dramatic year of
1880 was otherwise noteworthy for the advent of the first complete
and thoroughly representative .\merican company ever seen over
here. “ The Danites,” a capital melodrama, with which Mr. and
Mrs. M‘Kee Rankin and their troupe challenged attention at Sadler’s
Wells on the 26th of April, was as thoroughly typical as the artists.
For the first time one could form some idea of the quality of

Transatlantic ensemble.












c2 Tie Gentleman's Magazine.

% - pecant nas been ne terrestrial separation of Europe and North
Afmca. S5 weare now in the secret of the wonderful resemblance
an.t <imiiinde Letwesn the fowerning plants on both sides of the
Mediiermanean.

The whe.lz countlry 15 a perfect paradise of flowers : but they go
¢ rapidiv, owing to the intense heat. By the roadsides, and in
tae dvkes which marzin them along the plains, the ground is
carpeted with mymnads of a pretty blue and vellow convolvulus
resembling nemorhila. The umbels of the wild carrot are larger and
whizer than those of our Enzlish meadows, and even more abundant.
The rosce-coloured tflowers of the musk mallow (A/2kea rosea) are
everywhere : so are the brizht Prussian-blue corollas of the borage
(Lrerago oznalis). The dykes are full of a pink-flowered water-
ylantain, and the ficlds and meadows are crimsoned in places with
larze red-tlowered clovers. Gorgeous and abundant yellow thistles
rise statelv amid the rest of their numerous tfloral competitors. Pink
Knapwecds and blue chicory are in strong force.

The vineyvards and oiive-yvards in the plains are tended by Kaby-
lian Arabs—the only tribe, the French colonists say, that will do any
work. The dark tents of the Arabs are grouped, a few together,
among the standing crops, each encampment surrounded by a zareba
fence of thorns. Hedgerows of prickly pears part off the different
Crops.

At last we enter the hills.  They run in lines of varying heights.
One ridge rises beyond another, till they fade in the dim summer haze.
‘The single line of railway ascends to nearly 4,000 feet in a little over
so miles from where it begins to climb. Many of the gradients are
thercfore unusually steep, and in some places the line ascends by a
series of zigzags. The uphill journey is not without special dangers,
from the occurrence of stone avalanches in the deep cuttings. We
had to wait while one was beinz removed. The trains, therefore,
only run in the daytime.

All the way up, the railway runs through a garden of wild flowers.
Bushes crowded with the small white lovely flowers of rock-rose
(Helianthemum) form a dense thicket. Wild fig trees compose the
groves ; pistachio trees the woods. Right and left of the railway the
ground is literally choked with wild flowers—star thistles, tree
mallows, shrubby acacias, brambles, ¢ow parsnips, wild pansies,
asphodels, wild onions in flower, white climbling convolvuluses,
Snanish broom, tamarisk trees as big and almost as bushy as oaks;
w irises, amaranth trees, groves of cork trees, red-flowered

luses, yellow and white cruciferous plants, dense bushes of the
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Rut they never railed against each other long if they could find a
third person to torment.

“ That paper-knife was a marvellous production, I must confess—
only fit for a millionaire,” said Bowman. “Or a lunatic,” responded
Sweepstone, starting the laughter which followed. Because of re-
marks like these I persistently refused to say how it came into my
possession.

Let me describe it. The blade was nine inches long, and it
consisted of richly tinted agate. The stone had been worked until
it was thin enough for the purpose to which it was devoted. Agate
is excecdingly hurd and brittle, so that great care must have been
exercised by the lapidary who ground and polished it. On the blade
was engraved the motto : ““ Nothing but leaves.” The handle was
silver ; a good, substantial handle, which might have been on a dagger
or a bowic-knife. It was richly chased, and the ornamentation was
very beautiful.  On each side of the handle, in the thickest part,
there was an oval frame-work, representing coral and sea-weed.
Inside the frame was a dolphin, which scemed to be swimming in
water and bearing a child on its back. It was indeed a wonderful
paper-knife ; its only fault was that no ordinary mortal would ever
have used it for cutting the leaves of a book or magazine.

“ L.end me that stolen paper-knife,” Bowman was fond of saying,
if he found a book on my table which had not been cut ; but I kept
an ivory substitute for actual use and preserved the agate and silver
one for show. Dowman had to be satisfied with the ivory, while I
submitted to his remarks about the absurdity of keeping a white
clephant. If I said anything about ivory being more like white
clephant than the agate and silver, he solemnly failed to understand
mmy reference and asked me tc explain my meaning,

“’T'hat paper-knife is like Bluebcard’s key,” said Sweepstone ;
“the crimson tints arc indelible marks of blood. You cannot
possibly wash them away, and therefore you are anxious to keep the
proof of your guilt out of sight.”

At that time I was classical master at the Millchester Grammar
School. The school was situated in the middle of the town, near a
river of filth. It was not surprising, therefore, that I lived several
miles away, at a place called Barnficld. Railway-trains and omnibuses
ran rcgularly between Barnfield and Millchester ; so that, for all
practical purposes, I was quite near enough to the scene of my
labours, and I was glad to get away from the smoke and mud which
prevailed in the town,

We had a bowling club at Barnfield, and it was in connection
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matchless lustre. It had been cut to the best advantage, and weighed
thirty-five carats. If there had been nothing extraordinary in its
appearance it would have been worth ten thousand pounds ; but
with precious stones value is enhanced by fame, and it was impossible
to say what a stone like that might have fetched in the open market.

Some people said it was the only thing in the world which its
owner really loved.

“ He is a little more than indifferent to his sister,” was a remark
often made, “and he does not positively hate that nephew of his ;
but he loves nothing but his diamond.”

In the library a massive safe stood, having the most recent im-
provements, including a time-lock, and in that safe the precious
stones were kept.

Woodrough was called the private secretary, but his duties had
more connection with the jewels of his employer than with books and
papers. He had a key to the safe, and he generally set the time-lock
at night.

I liked Woodrough, and so did my pupil. He was a quiet fellow,
fond of reading and attached to his employer. * Mr. Featherstone
is not difficult to please,” he said to me in confidence. *¢ All you
have to do is to find out what he is likely to want and then act as if
he had told you. Very likely he will complain, but that does not
matter. He is magnanimous enough not to cxpect me to say I am
wrong when I know I am right. I have to watch that safe continu-
ally, and, when I am going out, I generally set the time-lock ; then
nobody can open it. He has stormed a few times about my doing
so, when he has wanted somcthing later than usual ; but I say nothing
and do the same thing again. I have known him to leave the safe
open, with half the gems on the library table. It is not fair to the
servants. I remember the first time I discovered things in that con-
dition I told him I should not consider mysclf responsible for the
safe-keeping of his treasures if some reasonable precautions were not
*2ken to protect them.”

‘How did he like that ?” I asked.

Well, he made himself rather offensive,” was the reply.

I looked at Woodrough, and I suppose he understood me to

ignify that I was surprised to find him still there.

¢ Oh, I did not eat much mud, I can tell you,” he answered. I
said I considered that our engagement was at an end, and I would
go and put my things together. That surprised him. He apologised
handsomely, however, and so the dispute ended. The only danger
of a rupture between us since has arisen when he has told me not to
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We spent a very pleasant evening together, and after dinner we
went into my study to smoke and chat. I had put the paper-knife
out of sight ; but when Woodrough introduced Featherstone’s name
and mentioned the diamond, I thought there could be no harm in
showing him the memento which Mrs. Brayshaw had sent.

“ You know this,” I said, taking the knife from the drawer where
I had placed it.

“Of course I know it,” he replied. “I doubt whether there is
another like it in the world. That is a splendid piece of agate.”

“ Mrs. Brayshaw sent it to me that I might have something to
remind me of her brother.”

“ Unless you had the Featherstone diamond, you could not have
an article on which he set greater store than this paper-knife.”

Woodrough looked sad as he read the inscription on the stone,
and I could not help thinking that it carried his mind back to happier
days, beforc his name had been clouded by suspicion.

“ If Mr. Featherstone had been a man with whom it was possible
to joke,” he said, ‘I should have charged him with making this into
a fetich. He often had it with him when he could not want to use
it. He never did use 1it.”

“ Had it any interesting associations?” I asked.

“ Not that I am aware of,” was Woodrough’s reply.

Then the subject was changed, and he told me about his early
life and his love for mineralogy. His desire had been to get an
appointment in the British Museum or in the office of a diamond
merchant. Featherstone knew about his ambition and promised to
help him.

“ But all that is past,” he said, “and I must toil on, as best I can,
in my present uncongenial sphere. But for my parents, I would go
to South Africa. My father is a minister at Surreyside ; he fully
believes the Featherstone diamond will yet be discovered, and he
begs me to stay in England. Then, there is somebody else—Ada—
this trouble has becn dreadful to her.”

I knew whom he meant, but I did not reply.

“She has never doubted me,” he said after a while. “ Of course,
I offered to break off the engagement. I thought it was only right,
and her friends agreed with me, but she would not hear of it.”

I learnt then what I had not known before—Featherstone left
the draft of a codicil to his will, in which he bequeathed a thousand
pounds to Woodrough. As it was not a legal document, however,
the executors gladly disregarded it.

Among the general topics which occupied our attention was a
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IN THE MOUNTAINS OF MLEDL

EVERAL things induced us to make an expedition through
S wild and unknown region of Persia. We should there be
to study the habits of the nomad tribes who rove over these m
tains in search of summer pasturage for their flocks. We sh
there meet with the observers of a (uaint religion, details of w
were exceedingly hard to get away from the actual districts wh
flourishes. The insurmountable dithiculties of travelling in these
mountains were lessened for us by the kind offices of our Go
ment at ‘I'cheran. which secured for us a regular escort unde
command of a littic genticman whom we soon dubbed “ Our KI
He is secretary to the Persian grand vizier, and consequently a
of letters, and, whilst his master was absent in Europe with the ¢
he was placed at our disposal. He is excecdingly particular a
a not over-attractive person, hates hurry of any kind, and I+
believe that if we had not had recourse to wrath, and threats of rel
strances in high quarters, we might have still been wandering amc
the mountains of Media, drinking perpetual cups of tea and t:
a siesta every other hour.

Mirza Hassan Ali Khanis his name in full. In his belt he c:
his inkstand and his roll of paper, his insignia of office ; before re
ing any place of importance he would always have his robe of hc
unpacked, and march before us in his flowing cloak of yellow
gold. Everyone except ourselves treated him with grovelling res
and the sentences ** Khan sleeps,” * Khan prays,” ¢ Khan eat
soon understood to mean that nobody but ourselves could di
hin.

My wife was the chief object of interest in our cavalcade d
this journey. No European lady had ever attempted it before
the women of the tribes would stare at her with undisguised a
ishment. “Is she a boy?” “ No,awoman.” * Has she only gc
leg?” ¢ No, she wears them both on one side of her horse,”
constant remarks overheard.

The journey with which we have now to deal began at a

led Zenjan, on the borders of the mountains of Media, an






126 The Gentleman's Magazine.

As we entered the village of Dehshir we interrupted a Passion
Plav. The carpets of the tribes, rich-colovred gieims, and thick
Lrown nummuss of camel's hair were spreaé cut on the largest
ava:lable pourtion « f level ground ; the performers. dressed in coats of
mail and brandishinz the daggers and weapons commonly found
amongst them, were performing the well-known trazeéy of Houssein
and Hassan. Dir strony men wept as if their hearts wotld break, and
the womenkind uttered screams of distress.  After the happy dénoue-
ment they aii got up, and, with hands spread towards Kerbela, thanked
Allah for mercies vouchsafed. 1 have secn these plays often per-
formed in Persian towns, but rever stuch intensity of feeling shown
as amonzst these wild nomadic mountaineers.

These Afshahis all belong to the Parsian sect of Shiah, and are
of course deadiv enemies of their neighbours the Kourds, who are
of the Sonnee parstasion and itis reckored cven more righteous for
onc of the~e Mahomedan seetarians tokill enc another than it is to kiil
an unbeliovms Christian, Outside the village we visited the grave-
vard ; the slabs on the graves are made of the same manure and mud
[reparation as the fuel) as is also a smali domed tomb of a Seid, or
the sacred saint of the tribe, on cither side of which are two gaunt
poles erected for decorations duning the annual festival of Mohurrim.
** Most of the graves are empty,” remarked the man who accomypanied
us. “ Why?" we askad in surprise. © Because the wolves won't allow
the corpses to remain long.”  And we returned to our mud habitation
hoping not to die in that locality. A funeral amongst these tribes is
a striking and solemn affair, especally if the deceased be 2 man of
note : then the wailing and lamentation is more intense. and the rider-
less horse is led to the tombside to pay his last respects to his
MAaster.

After leaving Dehshir we crossed a very high pass indeed, called
the “ five fingers of AL,” from some peculiar pointed rocks which
are greatly vencerated by the tribes; and all around are little piles of
stones placed by passcers-by in token of respect— a custom common all
over the Fast near sacred shrines, though I never before saw a natural
phenomenon thus sanctified.  Clambering down a steep ravine, we
entered the valiey of a great river called the Kizil Uzen. Tt is the
most important stream in Mcedia. and is supposed to be the Gozan
of Scripture. It rises in Mount Zagros of Kourdistan, and after
a meandering course of nearly 500 miles empties itself into the
Caspian. We stood on its banks in great uncertainty for some time,
for the river was very swollen. At length some men came up,
stripped off their clothes, and gave us a lead.  Needless to say, we
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an object when at full speed, and the dexterity they displayed at
shooting backwards recalled to us forcibly Xenophon’s account of the
skirmishing capabilities of the Parthians, who inhabited these moun-
tains at the time of the return of the Ten Thousand. Then, as now,
wild tribes of the Kourds or, as Xenophon called them, the Karduchi,
made these mountains dangerous to traverse. Doubtless Sarmas Beg
and his seven sons were descendants of those men who struck terror
into the hearts of the retreating Greeks.

That which interested us most at Baba Nazere, next to our ruins,
was the facilities afforded us for studying a peculiar form of religion
common to many of the nomad tribes, and of which the district
through which we travelled was the headquarters.

By the Persians this sect is known as the Ali-Ullah-hi, or heretics,
who affirm that Ali the son-in-law of Mahomed is a part of the
actual godhead. They prefer to call themselves ¢ the friends of the
Seid,” that is to say, the followers of Seid Nazere, who is said to have
been the founder of their religion. We learnt with regret that Gen-
jebad, the village where we had previously slept, is a great centre of
this sect ; we would willingly have there inquired more about a certain
prophet, Imam Kooli by name, who lived there, and who prophesied
a landslip with such effect that many lives were saved and his
reputation made.

Our Khan was most diligent in his researches on our behalf into
this point, and the discoveries he made we endorsed by personal
inquiries both here and elsewhere. It would appear that they have
secret meetings, held in a room in the village, which are presided over
by the Seid, or holy man of the community ; they know each other
by certain Freemasonic signs—shakes of the hand, various passes, and
so forth ; their dervishes are great hands at fire-eating and other
horrible tricks; but the most curious point about their sedkere, or
meetings, is that they undoubtedly contain many elements akin to
Christianity. Each person as he or she enters takes up a place to the
right of the Seid, after kissing his hand. A sheep is killed, and
roasted whole ; it must be without blemish ; its horns and hoofs are
removed, and the man who cooks it must not taste thereof. When
all are assembled the roasted sheep is brought in, and the Seid dis-
tributes portions of it to each, each person’s portion being equal, be
he great or small. They have, too, a form of baptism, and pass their
children through fire, and at their feasts they have a loving-cup of
wine, out of which each drinks in turn.

The Ali-Ullah-hi have no mosques and say no prayers—a marked
contrast to their Mahomedan brethren; they have sacred spots
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THE BARBER SURGEONS OF
LONDOMN.

HEN Mr. Roderick Random, of famous memory, came to
London to seek his fortune as surgeon’s mate on board one
of the King’s ships, he was obliged to present himself at the hall of
the Barber Surgeons Company in order that his qualifications might
be ascertained. Having with some difficulty raised a half-guinea
to pay the fees, he attended with a quaking heart and found himself
in a crowd of young fcllows who had come on a similar errand.
Presently his name was called by the beadle, in a voice that
made him tremble as much as if it had been the sound of the last
trumpet ; he was conducted into a large room and confronted by
about a dozen grim-faced men sitting at a long table, one of whom
imperiously bade him come forward, asked him where he was born,
how old he was, where he had been apprenticed, and for how long he
had served ; and on learning he had only been apprenticed three years,
his examiner told him it was a great presumption on his part to
pretend to sufficient skill after so short a service, and that his friends
would have done better to have made him a weaver, or a shoe-
maker. This statement did not tend to encourage him, but a
plump gentleman interposed, telling him not to be afraid, and,
bidding him take timc to recollect himself, asked him touching the
operation of the trepan, which he described in a satisfactory manner.
Then a facetious gentleman inquired what he would do in an action
at sea if a man was brought to him with his hecad shot off 7 He
replied that such a case had never come under his observation, nor
did he remember to have seen any cure proposed for it in any of
the systems of surgery he had perused, which caused the grim-faced
gentlemen to smile.  After one or two more questions of the like
character, and a violent quarrel between two of the examiners in
which all the others took sides, he was finaily approved, and received
his certificate on payment of five shillings. The beadles then exacted
three shillings and sixpence, and an old woman who swept the hall
one shilling, so that the precious half-guinea was almost exhausted.
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when that monarch, being in want of money, caused inquiry to be
made into the nature of the several guilds and fraternities in the king-
dom, doubtless with the object of getting something out of them. The
London barbers answered that they had no lands or tenements, and
furnished the king with what seems to have been fairly full informa-
tion as to their objects. Each member was bound to make a quarterly
payment to the common funds, out of which decayed brethren re-
ceived tenpence halfpenny a week each, provided their poverty was
not due to their own folly ; and the expense of obits and masses for
deceased brethren was defrayed out of the funds. The masters of the
Guild were to settle all disputes between the members; and there was,
as we might expect, a yearly feast, for which no brother was to pay
more than fourteen pence.

Seventy-four years later than the date of this return the barbers
were incorporated by charter, but during the interval the annals are
not silent. The Surgeons Guild appear to have Leen somewhat
jealous of the privileges of the barbers, and tried unsuccessfully to
restrain them from practising surgery. In 1416, the mayor and
aldermen issued an ordinance forbidding barbers, who often made
their patients worse instead of better, from taking under their care
any sick person in danger of death or maiming, unless within three
days after being called in they presented the patient to one of the
masters of the Guild ; and in 1451 it was deemed necessary to issue
further ordinances to the same effect. 'The masters were diligent in
the execution of their office, and we have an interesting account of
the punishment of a quack, one Roger Clerk of Wandsworth, who
had attempted the cure of the wife of Roger atte Hache of
Ismongeres Lane, in consideration of a payment of twelve pence,
which was to be increased if the treatment succeeded. Clerk ordered
a charm, “very good for her fever and other ailments,” to be applied
to the sufferer’s neck. It consisted of a piece of parchment rolled up
in a bit of cloth of gold, but it produced no effect, and Hache
complained to the authorities. Clerk was thereupon haled before the
mayor and aldermen, and had the impudence to tell their worships that
the charm was good for fevers, and consisted of the words * Anima
Christi, sanctifica me ; corpus Christi, 3alva me; in isangusis Christi
nebria me ; cum bonus Christus tu, lava me.” But upon examination,
not one of these words appeared on the parchment, and the Court
told the defendant that a straw would be of just as much avail for
fevers, an obiter dictum that savours strongly of rationalism. Clerk
was found illiterate, an infidel, and altogether ignorant of physic or

surgery : and to the end that people might not be deceived, was
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revival took place; but in this instance the body had been handed
over to the Company’s officers in the usual way after execution. The
man was wrapped in a blanket and sent back to Newgate, where in
three days he recovered sufficiently to converse, though he never
could give any reasonable account of what had happened. He was
afterwards transported, and is said to have lived many years. The
Company’s books show that in addition to the usual charges for
bringing the man from Tyburn, they paid ten shillings for getting
him back to Newgate, and gave the charwoman five shillings for her
trouble and expenses.

For many years the anatomies were performed in the kitchen!
And this unpleasant practice continued until the middle of the seven.-
teenth century, when the Court, in a minute which gives reasons
sufficiently obvious, but unnecessary to quote, ‘ordered a proper
anatomical theatre to be built, and employed Inigo Jones as archi-
tect. A piece of ground adjoining the hall was leased from the city,
and considerable expense incurred about the building, which was
decorated with “ paintings of the constellations of the heavens and
the seven planets over the twelve signs on every pier, and skeletons
to be wrought and set up.” Nearly a century after its erection the
theatre was repaired by and at the expense of the famous Earl of
Burlington. He had just published the Designs of Inigo Jones
and the Antiquities of Rome by Palladio, and his good taste in
architecture had been celebrated by Pope, who addressed to him one
of the Moral Essays on the use of Riches. With almost prophetic

instinct the poet advised his friend to continue his architectural
studies :

You, too, proceed, make falling arts your care,

Erect new wonders, and the old repair ;

Jones and Palladio to themsclves restore,

And be whate’er Vitruvius was before.

Burlington carried out the restoration of the theatre with his usual
skill, and to mark their appreciation of his generous service the
Company ordered his bust in marble to be set up in the building.
Unfortunately this interesting and beautiful structure was destroyed
in 1766. The Company had no further use for it, and pulled it down,
depriving the city of one of the best monuments of the genius of
Jones and Burlington. They showed more wisdom in carefully
preserving the Court-room, where Inigo Jones’s handsome decora-
tions and carvings still compel the admiration of architects. The

room is finely proportioned, and the Company justly claim that it is
one of the noblest in London.
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first time in 1693, and then at an October dinner. Some of the
members of the Company were allowed to take away the remains of
these feasts, and there is an entry in one of the books that after an
entertainment in July 1729, Messrs. Truelove and Fradin, who both
subsequently filled the office of master, carried off ¢ four dozen quarts
of wine, one whole venison pasty, one whole goose, one whole fowl,
and several lemons and sugar.”

The Barber Surgeons in the last century maintained the national
reputation for drinking. In 1721 a hogshead of port, six gallons of
mountain, six gallons of white port, and three gallons of Canary are
stated to have been consumed at the Company’s dinner on Lord
Mayor’s day. We may hope there is some exaggeration here, for the
Company was not a large one. But in 1735 seventy-nine gallons of
wine were provided for a similar occasion, and are expressly stated
to have been drunk. It is melancholy to have to add that after the
separation of the Barbers and Surgeons the ¢ Potation Money ” was
cut down, and small beer begins to appear at the dinners.

J. A. J. HOUSDEN
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THE SOURCES OF COMMERCIAL
PANIC,

NO intelligent conception of the existing relations between

Commerce and Banking can be had without an extensive
acquaintance with the various forces and circumstances of which
they are the result. The present is doubtless the offspring of the
past, but how far is the pedigree to be traced? The further back
inquiry is pursued the more curious but the less instructive it
becomes, the remoter causes become so modified when not
obliterated by more recent events during the lapse of time. Many
storms are reported to have left America that never reach our
shores, having spent themselves and become dissipated in the wide
Atlantic ; others, again, spring up in mid-ocean, and without electric
warning burst in all their unexpected fury on our western coasts.
The period of forty-five ycars that has clapsed since the famous
legislation of Sir Robert Peel furnishes nearly every possible variety
of Commercial Pressure and Panic, more than one repeated with
wearisome reiteration. It may therefore fcrm a fitting period for
this review.

Whatever may be the defects of the Banking Acts of 1844 and
1845, they cannot be attributed to hasty legislation. A series of
Parliamentary inquiries had been held upon the subject, conducted
by the best available talent of the time, although the results were
somewhat conflicting. Chiefly owing to the financial reputation,
political skill, and personal influence of Sir Robert Peel, these Acts
were passed at a time when the country was at peace and trade
generally prosperous. In 1842, 1843, and 1844 there had been a
succession of good harvests, and, as far as this was possible with the
Corn Laws still in force, food was cheap and plentiful. ‘The intro-
duction and rapid extension of steamboats and the railway system
caused great activity in the iron and building trades, giving steady
employment and high wages to the working classes, and by the
increased facility in the transit of goods capital was both economised
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has now been amply justified by the varied experience of more than
thirty years. Indeed, no one would no wdream of projecting any joint-
stock company, whether for Banking, Commercial, or Manufacturing
purposes, except on this principle of “Limited Liability.” But this
idea, like many others equally valuable, was for some time brought
into great discredit. It ought not to have been surprising that the
unscrupulous partners of many weak and worthless concerns should
gladly avail themselves of the opportunity this Act supplied of
getting rid of their obligations by bribing the very gullible public
with hollow promises of impossible dividends. Companies were
promoted to conduct many new and doubtful experiments which no
single capitalist or firm would undertake ; the profits, according to
the highly-coloured prospectus, were so tempting and the risk to
cach sharcholder scemed so small. When this Act had only been
a few years in operation it was officially announced that 300 com-
panics had been formed with “Liinited Liability,” each having
a capital of onc million and upwards, making between them a total
of £,504,000,000. The smaller companies were simply innumerable.
Out of these 300 there were twenty-seven Banks and fourteen Dis-
count and Finance companies. * Limited Liability ” is a very reason-
able security against utter ruin to shareholders in a large concern who
cannot possibly know or control the character of its business, but it
furnishes no adequate protection against reckless trading or culpable
mismanagement.  Many of these new Discount and Finance com-
panies locked up the greater portion of their funds in large loans to
the projectors and contractors of foreign railways and public works
exceuted abroad, which, under the most favourable auspices, could
make no return for years.

During 1864 and 1865 there were great fluctuations in the rate of
discount, which had more than once to be raised to check a foreign
drain of bullion. Tmmediately the pressure began to be felt the
sharcholders of the new companies took alarm, rushed into the
market to scll their depreciated stock ; aided by * bearing” opera-
tions on the Stock Exchange, the shares fell tremendously ; their
creditors next becanie clamorous, the result being that many of these
companics were wound-up before they were really started, and their
hollow pretensions exposed.  The only profits went into the pockets
of the promoters who presided at their birth, and the commercial
undertakers, better known as liquidators, who buried them. As
money became scarce, the contractors of foreign undertakings were
unable to obtain fresh loans or the renewal of their long-dated
acceptances ; many of them accordingly suspended payment, the
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England as they now are in Scotland and Ireland and our Australian
Colonies, where, except in the custody of the banks and in the
pockets of tourists and travellers, sovereigns are seldom seen.

It has been estimated that the introduction of gold currency into
Germany released £ 48,000,000 of silver, and the introduction of
National bonds for small sums in France has extracted much of the
silver savings of the French peasantry. At the same time, according
to the estimate of Sir Hector Hay, the annual supply from the silver
mines, unlike that of gold, has enormously increased, from £ 9,000,000
in 1852, to more than 20,000,000 in 1882. To make matters
still worse, India, which had for a long time been a large importer of
this precious metal, now that the construction of railways and of
public works there has nearly ceased, is satisfied with much less. In
ten years, from 1868 to 1878, silver depreciated from 10 to 20 per
cent., and now in 1890, nearly 30 per cent. How serious this was
may well be imagined in our intimate relations with India, political
as well as commercial, where silver is the popular currency. The
Indian Government receives taxes in silver, but unfortunately has
large payments for pensions, salaries, debt, and various charges due
in this country in gold. During 1878, the Government India Bills
amounted to £ 14,000,000,:and reckoning the depreciation of silver at
13 per cent.—a very moderate estimate—this represents a loss to the
people of India of nearly £ 2,000,000 for that year, and for 1888, at
30 per cent., the loss by exchange amounts to £4,500,000. Con-
sidering the poverty of the great bulk of the Indian people, the
inelastic character of the revenue, and the frequency of famine there,
it will readily be seen how ill-able India is to bear such a burden.

The Indian Banks and companies holding investments in India
and other silver-using countries have also been seriously affected.
Owing to excessive competition and speculation there had been for
some years numerous failures in the Indian trade. When the depre-
ciation in silver began, no precautions were taken, but believing in
its speedy recovery, investments were made largely in rupee paper.
The system of long-dated acceptances to merchants, and large
advances amounting almost to dead loans to planters of Indian
produce, common among the Indian banks, notwithstanding their
deposits for a term of years, lcft them weak to withstand any period
of pressure or suspicion. To these causes was mainly owing the
disastrous failure of the Oriental Bank, which at one time had so
extensive and prosperous a business. The loss from fluctuation in
the value of silver has already been sufficiently serious, and, indeed,
—r¢ than was necessary, had precautions suggested by prudent
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gages—Bankers not only advance upon these pawned securities with
scanty enough margin, bat, in the race after high dividends, Banks
follow the doubtful example of their customers, and in turn trade
with what ought to be their cash reserve, by purchasing similar stocks
and shares, and lending their money at call and short notice to Bill-
brokers and to Jobbers on the Stock Exchange. This is sailing very
close to the wind : it may do well enough in smooth water, but with
a sudden squall there would come more than one capsize.

The great economy in the use of bank notes and coin—which
according to a careful calculation made some years ago is only
3 per cent.—owing to the extension throughout the country of the
Clearing Hcuse system, and the increased facilities of Banking, is in
quiet and prosperous times an immense advantage ; but the more our
commerce depends on instruments of credit of whatever sort, the
larger the scope for suspicion and distrust, and the greater the danger
of disturbance, the louder cail accordingly to Bankers and business
men to exercise the utmost prudenceand sagacity. It is the business
of a competent Banker to foresee and provide for an emergency
before its arrival, neither precipitating pressure nor panic by reckless
advances or by equaily mischievous sudden contractions of credit.
But for this economy of the currency, the marvellously-increased
trade of the country since 1845 would have burst the swaddling-bands
of these Banking Acts many years ago.

It has often been proposed that the Governor and Deputy-
Governor of the Bank of England should be permanent officials
appointed by the Government, and not Directors selected from
among themselves.  This would be a tremendous blunder. Such
officials would be mere politicians appointed for questionable reasons
by the political party in power; knowing nothing by personal
experience of the actual necessities and anxieties of business men ;
mere doctrinaires, who spin out their airy theories, taking no account
of practicaldifficulties, of which theystand in happy ignorance; learning
everything at second-hand, and seeing it only from the outside.

In times of pressure and anxiety it is no small merit that the Bank
of England and all our Joint Stock Banks are practically managed,
not by professionals like the partners in Private Banks, but by Boards
of Directors, all active business men, better acquainted and more in
sympathy bLecause in daily *“touch” with the various ways of com-
mercial life. The professional element is not wanting, though not
predominant, for the permanent officials maintain the continuity of
purpose necessary to the prolonged success of any institution ; but
™ wk Directors are not tempted as professional Bankers might be to
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who at that time occupied the place, he sat down and cleaned his
teeth with a twig of tamarind. It grew and became a tree.”

“ He fought the goddess, eh?”

“ Her temple was upon this hill, sahib. The Pir found her an
obstacle. He went and sat down before her temple and repeated
spells. She also on her side repeated spells. The Pir Sahib being
the more powerful, her temple flew in pieces.”

“The dewvil ! ”

“Of the picces is made the path which the sahib can see. At
the top is the stone-lined tank of her temple, whole. And beside it
is the tomb of the Pir.”

“ A place worth seeing, I dare say.”

“Jt is a place of renown, sahib. The air is good, and people
come to make obeisance to the Pir. But the chief rarity to be seen
is the tree.”

“So large ?”

“ Large it is, truly. But it is also a tree of virtues.”

My tents came in sight, and the saint and his tree passed out of
my mind.

But the business that had brought me had to be postponed, and
towards the afternoon I found myself unoccupied. It was a cloudy
and showery day at the end of the cold weather. The dust was
laid, and there was a sweet pungent smell of freshly-wetted sand.
I thought I would stroll out and have alook at the scene of the saint’s
triumph.

It was not a mile to the foot of the hill. 1 easily hit off the
track through the forest that led to the bottom of the paved path I
had noticed. It was four or five feet wide, made of fragments
of carved and wrought stone, some of which had unmistakably
belonged to the curved spire of an old Hindoo temple. It took me
up by an casy ascent till I came out in front of a square building of
sunburnt brick, over the walls of which projected the boughs of a
large tamarind tree. A bundle of tall bamboos, each tipped with a
fluttering rag of white, indicated the sanctity of the place. On
the top of the hill above was perched a tiny Hindoo shrine, of
very recent construction, and blazing white with new plaster. It
made an unpleasant contrast to the grey rock on which it stood.
Behind the building before me were some more trees, and among
them the tank of the old temple, perfect, with its surrounding steps
of hewn stone, but empty. Near it were ruins. 1 did not care to
explore further, and turned my attention to the enclosure which con-
tained the tree.
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have contracted considerably since the days when people got through
it, If ever indeed they did.

“ A tale of the old days, moolajee © (your reverence).

“ Of old days, sahib.”

We had misunderstood one another. I meant that it was a thing
of the past, and that it had come down from antiquity. My next
question cleared things up.

“Isit very long since any one went through?”

“Three days, sahib. But one will make the trial to-day.”

I stared.

“What! Do people pass through that hole now 2 ”
“ When the Pir permits them, sahib.”
“ You have seen them pass yourself> Children, of course?”

“ A woman in her sixth month has passed, sahib. And men
have stayed in the tree for three days.”

« And how did they manage to eat and dnink?”

« How should they eat and drink while the Pir held them by the
loins?”

« And how did they get through at last?

« Confessing the truth, the Pir Sahib pitied them. One, a
trader, and fat, was obstinate. I gave him all assistance, but he
stayed.”

« How did you assist him, moolajee ?”

«] beat him often and hard, sahib. But it was the third day
before he confessed. Then the Pir opened his hand and he went.”

I looked at the opening again. It seemed incredible. It was a
lorg hole, narrower at the middle than above or below. The upper
part was the widest. I went behind it and put my head through till
the shoulders stopped it. I felt sure that it was impossible for a
grown man to get his chest through that cranny.

« A thing not to be donc, moolajee.”

The old man laughed without showing any sign of offence.

« If the sahib will wait for an hour he will see with his own eyes.”

Well, there was no saying fairer than that. 1 determined to sce
the thing out.

I had scrambled to the top of the hill and almost forgotten the
object of my stay in the beauty of the view beneath me, when 1
caught sight of a little cavalcade that had made a halt at the foot of
the hill. There was one of the gaily-decorated bullock-carriages of
the country, with its pair of immense white oxen and its white,
domelike awning. And there were two or three ponies. Women
got out and men dismounted, and I saw them set foot upon the path
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with the most unimpeachable correctness. It ended with the words,
“ [t s be rot so. then may the saint seize me by the loins.”

Then the priest placed the shard with the fire upon the tomb,
quietiv, and without any of that affectation of solemnity which is
sometimes suszesive of tarce.  To tell the truth, I was a good deal
impressed.  ‘There was a gravity about it all that made me feel my-
self in the presence of very strong belief. Every creature there fully
thousht that the dead man urder the stone was among us in some
wvstertors way and ready to answer the appeal made to him.

[t was in comnlete silence that we moved to the tree.

I mist exrlain that it stood some three feet from the wall, from
which a brick projected erough to supply a rest for one foot. The
challenger placed his right foot against this, and thrust his head and
shoulders in about as far as 1 had done myself. 1 did not see how
he was to get farther. Then he gave a tremendous spang with his
bent ez trom the wall. As he did so a groan was forced from his
chost, and hus face, which came half out, grew purple and distorted
UAe that of @ man in the clutch of apoplexy. His foot and leg
seemed to me to go on thrusting his body forward independently of
s welly as recklessly as i 1t were mere dead matter. The sound of
the scrunching of the carstlage of the lungs, as they were jammed and
dinen by man toree into the tree, made me feel actually sick. The
stragele lasted, T dare sav. five minutes or more. After the first
gron, which was produced. T imagine, by the mechanical expulsion
of the air trom the lungs, the man never uttered a sound. The priest
stood byyailent and grave. The poor soul went through his bitter
thal, alone.

v and by it was clear tha: the business was done.  As soon as
chest and arms were free, the priest showed him how to support one
hand on a lutle knotiv excrescence of the trunk below him, while
the other grasped a small branch that grew out above. So directed,
he pulled humselt through casily enough.  And there he stood among
us, toall appearance nene the worse !

Natives are not ke ourselves.  The friends had looked on with
no more evcement pereeptible in their manner than if they had
been watching a sheep trying to get through a thorn fence. 1 heard
no congratulations and no expression of sympathy with the awful
sutfenng that this incomparable brother must have undergone. The
little party gathered up its belongings and went on its way com-
posedly. 1 should say that I did not notice on the man’s back or
chest any mark left by the grinding and grazing of the rough wood.
1 really believe that an animal of equal size, dragged forcibly through
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an English younger brother going through that sort of thing to save
the head of the house from an appearance before Sir James Hannen ?
Talk of the rack of Sir Charles Russell’s cross-examination ! Rather
a week of the worst he could do than five minutes of that awful
saint with his disinterested love of truth and his simple method of
extracting it : not to mention my old friend the priest with his stick
and his exhortations !

But that afternoon I was nearer in spirit to the Middle Ages than
I ever shall be again.

J. FIELD.
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the telescopic observer single stars, and the fact of their duplicity
would remain undetected.

But here a new method of research, discovered in recent years,
comes to our aid. By means of the spectroscope we can determine
the rate in miles per second at which a star is approaching or reced-
ing from the earth. If, then, a star, apparently single in the telescope,
consists in reality of two close components revolving round each
other in a short period, we can find in some cases the velocity of the
components in miles per second, although we know nothing of the
star’s distance from the earth. For, suppose the plane of the stellar
orbit to pass through the earth, or nearly so. Then, when the line
joining the components is at right angles to the line of sight, one of
the stars will be rapidly approaching the eye, and the other receding
from it. All the dark lines in the spectrum of the first star will con-
sequently be displaced towards the blue end of the spectrum, while
those of the second will be equally shifted towards the red end—if the
masses of the components are equal. Each line will therefore appear
double, and from the observed distance between them we can easily
compute the velocity. \When the motion becomes perpendicular to
the line of sight the motion to and from the eye ceases, and the lines
again become single. e have then merely to determine the times
at which the lines appear single and double. As the lines will
evidently double twice during each revolution, we must double the
observed interval to obtain the period of revolution of one compo-
nent round the other. The velocity and period thus found enable us
at once to compute the actual dimensions of the system in miles, and
its mass with reference to that of the sun.

In the course of spectroscopic researches on stellar spectra, under-
taken at the Harvard Observatory for the Henry Draper Memorial,
I'rofessor Pickering found that the calcium line K. in the spectrum
of the star Zeta, in Ursa Major, more popularly known as Mizar—the
middle star in the “tail” of the Great Bear or handle of ‘the Plough”
—-appeared at times double, while on other occasions it was seen
sincle and well defined. Other lines of the spectrum showed a simi-
lar variation. This doubling of the spectral lines was found to
recur at regular intervals of about 52 days, thus indicating that the
«tar was in reality a close double, with the components so close that
no telescope yct constructed has hitherto been able to reveal its
duplicity. Photographs of the spectrum of Mizar, taken on 70 nights
in 1887-1889, show that the relative orbital velocity is about 100

iles per second, and the period of revolution of one component
d the other about 104 days. From the observed dates on which
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ponents would be much less than in the case of Mizar—about 1} that
of the sun. A similar variation was found to occur in the star 44
Ophiuchi.  This star has been strongly suspected of fluctuations in
its light, and it may possibly be a variable of the type of Algol.
Professor Vogel finds a similar motion in the bright star Spica—the
leading brilliant of the constellation Virgo, or the Virgin—with a
period of about 4 days. Here however the lines are merely shifted,
not doubled, or at least not distinctly so, as in Mizar and Beta
Aurige.  This indicates that one of the components is so faint that
its spectruin is not seen, or only scen with dithculty, and that the
observed motion is chictly that of the brighter component. From
the observed velocity—about 53 miles a second —Vogel computes
that, for components of c¢qual mass, the total mass of the system
would be about 2 times the mass of the sun.!

With reference to the Algol variables, it has long been suspected
that the decrease in their light at minimum might possibly be due to
the interposition of a dark cclipsing satellite.  This periodical varia-
t.on in the light of Alsol itself, seems to have been known to the
ancients, as its name implies the “demon star.” The true character
of its variation was, however, first determined by Goodricke, in 1782,
when its period frem minimum to minimum of light was 2 days 20
hours 48 minutes 591 seconds. This has slowly diminished to its
| resent value of 2 days 20 hours 48 minutes 51 seconds, according
to a recent investigation by Chandler. Some few years since
Professor Pickering undertook a mathematical investigation of the
casc, and showed that a dark eclipsing satellite revolving in a nearly
circular orbit round Algol, in the period indicated by the light varia-
tion, would explain the observed phenomenon within the limits of
crrors cf observation, and he pointed out that the orbit of the bright
star might be determined by spectroscopic observations without any
knowledge of the star’s distance from the earth.

Assuming the correctness of this hypothesis, and taking into con-
sideration the observed diminution of light at minimum, Mr.
Maxwell Hall computed that the density of Algol is only one-fourth
that of water. From spectroscopic observations made by Professor
Vogel at Potsdam in 1888 and 1889, he concludes that the decrease
of light is really due to an eclipsing satcllite. He found that before
the minimum of light the star is receding from the earth at the rate
of 24} miles a second, and, after the minimum, approaching with a

! Mr. Fowler has quite recently found that the bright star Vega is also a close

double, with a period of only 24 hours 41 minutes, and a mass about 22} times
that of the sun.
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It is to be hoped that the spectroscopic method may be applied
to other stars of the Algol type, but some of these are so faint that a
very large telescope would be required for the purpose. The follow-
ing are, however, sufficiently bright to repay examination with
telescopes of moderate power : Lambda Tauri, magnitude 34, and
Delta Libre, of the 5th magnitude. The others we must leave to

the great Lick telescope or Mr. Common’s 5-feet reflector.
J. E. GORE.
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sharpness of alcohol. Will they ever succeed in getting what they
want? Dr. B. W. Richardson, if I understand him aright, says em-
phatically, Mo. A friend of mine, one of the partners in the well-
known firm of Idris and Co., of Ascham Street, Kentish Town, equally
intent as myself on the solution of this great difficulty, has favoured
me with some samples of natural wines specially prepared for total
abstainers : they are absolutely perfect, and, as far as a lifelong water-
drinker can presume to express an opinion, the nearest approach to
real substitutes ever offercd. Many sorts are prepared—orange
champagne, ginger, lime fruit, Morella cherry, and maraschino.
The last is my favourite, and must surely, as it becomes known, meet
the formidable difficulty still discouraging temperance advocates.
The maker, nevertheless, who may be supposed to understand the
national requirements best, thinks that his orange champagne will
have the preference. Trulyitis a drink that should satisfy any natural
palate.

“It’s an ill bird that fouls its own nest,” says a homely proverb, and
for a medical man to laugh at the weaknesses of his fellowsis a sorry
spectacle.jgLet us not present that opprobrious sight. But would that
I could be proud of my cloth, and feel that I could honour the
gentle professors of the healing art—friends of all mankind, but
standing ever ready with dagger drawn to stab to the very death,
fairly or foully, their medical rivals ; and to the average practitioner
every confréere who has ever seen, or who is within reach of seeing,
his clients is a foe. But how sadly dark the picture really is. Medicine
is a scientific calling ; nay, it is ke scientific calling according to
its professors. Other pecople, with small flattery, call it the most
uncertain of all the arts, once based on imposture and ignorance,
now drawing its facts from ill-arranged and imperfect observations on
numan beings, no two of whom ever have the same constitution or
respond in the same way to the tests applied to them. But let me
not be misunderstood ; although it has been urged ihat we attain
certitude in politics, religion, and medicine by accumulated proba-
bilities, in the practice of physic, at any rate, intuition and experience
seem to amount to more than theory and general principles. Science
forsootn ! Knowledge methodically arranged —the knowledge of the
onc brought within the reach of the many. Why, it still remains
true that the best physician is he who finds his way about, some-
thing like the man who knows cvery turn and winding of the paths
traversing some vast common : he can reach his goal with undeviating
certainty by daylight, but in a fog or at night he is liable to miss his
path, while from the absence of landmarks he cannot tell any one else
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though they give me pleasure, they are not, strictly speaking, unders
taken for pleasure. I have often, on these long and hurried
expeditions, when sorely pressed for time, found the wvalue of
convenient and portable food greater than I can easily express. Ex-
periment long ago taught me that chocolate was one of the best and
most convenient. I was not aware that this was generally known,
and was rather astonished when looking over a circular a few days
ago to find the reader’s attention pointedly directed to chocolate as
a help to the cyclist and the pedestrian. I have used with advantage
cakes of Fry's Ceylon chocolate, most delicious and delicately
flavoured. Such a winter as the present is not the best for long
tricycling expeditions, though even at this season I cover great
distances several times a week ; but next spring, when the long
evenings again make forty miles at a stretch a pleasure, I shall
regularly supply myself with chocolate, which has the advantage, in
addition to its palatablencss, of being dry and clean ; it can be
eaten as one is travelling along country lanes, where confectioners’
shops are unknown and coffee-houses seldom seen. Cadbury’s
Mexican chocolate is equally excellent, and contains a great deal of
nourishment in small compass. Brand’s meat lozenges are also most
useful, and so are the meat biscuits of the same firm ; while Huntley
& Palmer’s meat wafers are superior to any others. The matter is
not of small importance, for, even when refreshment rooms are
plentiful and cheap, it is a serious thing to a busy rider, pressed for
time, to halt for half an hour or longer while coffee or cocoa is being
prepared ; but it often happens that such loss of time is entirely
out of the question, and the cyclist or pedestrian must hurry
on ; this I frequently found to be the case last summer. Some
food is a great help, and, though a solid meal has superior advantages,
it is out of the question. Plain sweet biscuits have many a time
done me yeoman’s service, and carried me over nearly forty miles of .
road on foot ; but as most grown-up people do not relish sweets, I
venture to urge the claims of .chocolate—plain or in ¢#éme form—
as well as of meat wafers ; the latter will be much appreciated.

Cleanliness, it has been said, comes next to godliness, but a
daring lady-lecturer at Chautauqua, in the State of New York, has
been claiming the second place for good cookery. ¢ The drink
question,” said Mrs. Emma P. Ewing—

lies contiguous to the food question. A deranged stomach longs for stimu-
lants, Of the 50,000 drunkards who die in the United States every year, a
large proportion have the appetite for intoxicating drinks aggravated, if not
implanted, by the food which constitutes their daily diet. Grease-soaked
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tion of a dinner-party in the country many years ago? It was a
grand thing in those days to give a forinal dinner-party, and, in spite
of all that is often urged against the dulness and pretension ac-
companying them, they have much to recommend them when the
surroundings and the means justify iarge expenditure; but when, as
in the party which Sydney Smith’s graphic pen has immortalised,
they do not, ridicule visits the unkappy host, and the guests make
merry over their entertainer’s discomfiture :—

Did you ever dine in the country ? \What misery human beings inflict on
cach other under the name of pleasure. \We went to dine last Thursday
with Mr. , & neighbouring clergyman, a haunch of venison being the
stimulus to the invitation. Wec set out at five o'cleck, drove in a broiling
sun, on dusty roads, three milcs, in our best gowns; found squire and parsons
assembled in a small hot room, the whole house redolent of frying ; talked,
as was our wont, of roads, weather, and turnips; that done began to grow
hungry, then serious, then impatient. At last a stripling, evidently caught up for
the occasion, opened the door and beckoned our host out of the room. After
some moments of awful suspense, he returned to us with a face of much distress,
saying ¢‘ The woman assisting in the kitchen had mistaken the soup for dirty water
and had thrown it away, so we must do without it!” We all agreed it was perhaps
as well we should under the circumstances. At last, to our joy, dinner was
announced, but, O ye gods ! as we entered the dining-room what a gale met our
noses. Thevenison was high ; the venison was uneatable, and was obliged to follow
the soup with all speed. Dinner proceeded, but our spirits flagged under these
accumulated misfortunes. There was an ominous pause between the first and
second courses ; we looked each otherin the face. What new disaster awaited us ?
The pause became fearful. At last the door burst open, and the boy rushed in
calling out aloud, ¢¢Please, sir, has Betty any right to leather I?” What human
gravity could stand this? ‘e roared with laughter ; all took part against Betty,
obtained the second course with some difficulty, bored each other the usual time,
ordered our carriages, expecting our post-boys to be drunk, and were grateful to
Providence for not permitting them to deposit us in a wet ditch. So much for
dinners in the country.

Over-eating is not the vice of any one class; given the
chance, most men can sink to the level of brutes. A gen-
tleman-farmer in the Midlands, according to Casse/l’s Saturday
Journal, some time ago engaged a ploughman, and gave him
permission, in the middle of the first day’s work, to go to the
kitchen for some bread and cheese. The cook put a whole double
Gloucester and a peck loaf before him, and told him to help him.
self. After waiting over an hour the gentleman became impatient,
and went to the kitchen to see what the man was doing ; he found
him munching the last crust of the loaf, while more than half the
cheese was gone. In answer to an inquiry as to what had detained
him so long, the man replied, *“ O master, you don’t consider what
a time it takes to eat up a whole cheese, especially when there is
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good word from Dr. Yorke-Davies. Our author gives patients at a
distance a paper of questions to answer, and when this is properly
done the physician possesses invaluable information for the benefit
of his clients, and can at a glance take in all the broad outlines of
the particular case ; in fact, he resembles the astute traveller equipped
with a trustworthy map of the country he is about to explore.

A gentleman named Austin once made a bet that he would
cook a big pudding ten feet below the surface of the Thames. He
managed it in the following ingenious manner : He put the pudding
into a large tin vessel, and enclosed that in a sackful of lime, and
sank sack, pan, and pudding to the stipulated depth at Rotherhithe.
Two hours and a half over, he hauled the pudding up, when it was
found to be well cooked, and was caten with relish, its only fault
being that it was somewhat overbaked.

One of the most elaborate treatises on food and eating ever
written was compiled by Dr. Reich, of Berne, during such a time of
hunger, cold, and wretchedness that, in ending the preface to the
first part, the author said he was on the brink of the grave, and might
not live to complete what he had so laboriously commenced. To
write on dainty diet might be a pleasure to a well-fed man, but
what could be more tantalising to the half-starved scribbler ?

A few months ago a well-dressed man is said to have entered a
Boston restaurant and to have called for a raw egg and a glass of
sherry ; the order was at once attended to. A few minutes later he
called for a second dose, and for seven mortal hours he sat at table
drinking eggs in sherry until he had swallowed twenty-four. He then
paid his reckoning, and quietly left the restaurant, apparently none the
worse ; but rumour leaves us to conjecture whether eccentricity or a
bet were the explanation.

‘The houschold book of the Northumberland family for 1515
gives a thousand pounds as the sum annually expended in house-
keeping. This maintained 166 persons; but wheat was then
only ss. 84. a quarter. The family rose at six in the morning,
and at seven o'clock my lord and my lady had set on the
table for breakfast a quart of beer, the same quantity of wine,
two pieces of salt fish, half a dozen red and four white herrings, and
a dish of sprats. They dined at ten and supped at four in the after-
noon. The gates were shut at nine, and no ingress or ecgre:s
permitted. How great the change in our times, when

The gentleman who dines the latest

Is in our streets esteemed the greatest
But, surely, greater than them all

Is he who never dines at all.
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popular and politic Vice-Chamberlain at the Courts of Queen Anne
and King George I. They are especially valuable for the light they
throw on an age when coarseness was more pronounced than in
our day, and, although people might not then be actually worse, they
were bolcer and less delicate, and used less art to conceal their vices
and faults.

Almost any kind of animal can be cooked and eaten with relish
if one only has sufficient resolution. For instance, among the most
curious of all food is that strange little worm, the pala/o of the
Samoans: it rises to the surface of the sea in enormous quantities,
although it only remains a few hours in the same place. The
islanders eagerly watch for its appearance, load their boats with it,
and, returning to land, cook the savoury though unsightly morsel in
the leaves of the breadfruit tree. So regular is the advent of this
little worm that the Fijians call October and November Little Palalo
and Big Palalo respectively. In spite of its loathsome appearance,
the natives relish it highly, while even delicate European ladies, when
they have conquered their first natural repugnance, eat it with un-
disguised satisfaction, thus showing how thin a veneer of civilisation
covers our native savagery.

It is often said that a French cook can make a savoury stew of a
few crusts of bread and scraps of meat and a little spice ; but, whether
the ingenuity and resources of the average Frenchwoman are equal
to this emergency, the average Englishwoman is more likely to spoil
the best material than to serve up a palatable and nutritious dish.
This is disgraceful and sinful incompetence, and had our country-
woman to cook a dish of palalo worms her want of skill would be
even more conspicuous than usual. Nature herself subjects some
foods to a process analogous to cooking. For instance, the Hon. C.
A. Murray describes the persimmon as an excellent fruit when over-
ripe and slightly touched and softened by frost, which plays the same
part as heat in cookery ; but woe to the inexperienced wight who
ventures to taste it beforc thorough maturity, for then its astringency
and bitterness are so astonishing, and so capable of suspending for a
time all movement of the lips, that the unlucky cater is filled with
astonishment, while the spectators find it impossible to restrain their
boisterous merriment ; for the initiated know that, however disagree-
able the unripe persimmon may taste, no harm is done by attempting
to eat it ; but beyond the attempt the adventurous gourmand does
not get, as surely no human throat was ever able to swallow the over-
powering morsel.

In relation to the subject-proper of my article, the habits of real,






very moment being taken 1in.  In spite ot some remonstran
part the dishes were, however, removed, and we were ushers
august presence, and there, lying in bed, we found a very ol
We at first feared that our visit would lead to little, for the i
object of it was stone-deaf, but we were informed that 1
began to know our voices she would not be slow of COMmpre
and so it turned cut, and before long she was extremely cot
tive and lively, and showed much interest in our visit. Dr. Ri
particularly wanted to examine the condition of the heart a
and to make out something relating to her habits ; we then
our dismay, that she was not partial to doctors—in fact, “
abide the sight of them.” DBut to such a wise, persuasive
as Dr. Richardson few things are impossible, and he soon g
confidence ; nay, when he took his leave, she actually begge
come again shortly, and this he did a few weeks later,
examined her still more thoroughly, while I have also t
temperature three or four times. She bore all these tests w
I cannot casily describe an old lady mufied up in shee
nightcap, and lying in a bed in which she has passed twelve
indced, ever since she had a seizure. She looks sharp an
cared for. Her maiden name was Cole, born February 7, r
survivor of a family of five brothers and sisters. At twenty-f
some ycars in scrvice, she married, and her eldest son, wer
alive, would be seventy-five ; while Mrs. Reeks, the invalid «
who takes care of her, is over seventy, and fully looks her ag
Recks is a middle-sized, well-developed, stout woman, but fe
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The Scottish ‘ Beadle” and his Humours. 211

see, sir, the way was this : When the corpse an’ me was twa beys he
cheated me oot o’ thirty shillings i’ the trock! o’ a watch ; an’ ye
see it was my last chance. If I hadna gotten it aff o’ him noo I
wadna ha’e gotten it aff o’ him at all.”

In country parishes the beadle, as “ minister’s man,” performed a
good deal of private work at the manse, and his knowledge of what
was going on there made him a welcome visitor at the houses of the
gossiping members of the congregation. It is told of one member of
" the fraternity that, being sent out to deliver certain notices among
the congregation, he returned to the manse in the condition described
as “fou.” The minister rebuking him for his improper conduct,
John pleaded the pressing ¢ hospitality ” of the parishioners. The
preacher, however, would not admit the plea, and added, ** Why, John,
I go through the parish oftener than you, and you never see me
return home as you have done.” ¢¢ Ay, minister,” replied John, with
an emphatic shake of the head, ¢ but then you’re nae sae popular in
the parish as I am.”

The beadle was strong in criticism of his ministerial chief, doc-
trine gencrally dividing his attention with the prayers, which were
always, of course, extemporaneous. “I think our minister does very
well,” said one beadle toanother. * Man, how he makes the dust fly
out of the cushions ! ” * Dust fly out of the cushions!” replicd the
other with a sneer. “If you've a notion of powerful preaching, come
over and give us a day’s hearing. Would you believe it? For all
the short time our man has delivered the Word among us, he has
knocked three pulpits all to shivers, and sent the insides out of five
Bibles.” On the other hand, not a few beadles seem to have exem-
plified in their own case the truth of the old proverb, ¢ The nearer
the church the farther from grace,” and thinking they had enough of
his Reverence throughout the week, on Sunday preferred meditating
among the tombs to sitting in the pew.

In a certain church not far from Glasgow a beadle got into
trouble through being outside the sacred edifice, and that in a very
simple manner too. The afternoon being fine, John ¢nsconced him-
self in a corner of the porch, and, to beguile the time, took out his
pipe, lit up, and luxuriated in a quiet smoke. By-and-by the por-
tion of the congregation nearest the door began to feel decidedly
uncomfortable ; a strong odour of tobacco “reck” permeated the
building, and there were one or two involuntary coughs on the part
of the ladies, varied at intervals with ‘“sneezing.” One e
gentleman ventured out to see what was the matter, an'

) «“Trock ” means an exchange—French 4
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TABLE TALK.

CaN EnNcLISH PROSE BE TAUGHT?

ROFESSOR EARLE has issued an important treatise, in a
sense the first that has seen the light, upon English Prose.!
Upon poetry under its multifarious aspects a library has been com-
piled, and the general question of rhetoric has occupied innumerable
writers since the days of Aristotle. I recall, however, no previous
work wholly occupied with English prose. The question which the
appearance of his volume suggests is, Can prose be taught? We are
all of us, at the outset, in the case of the Bourgeois Gentilhomme of
Moliere, who spoke prose without knowing it. A man who essays
to write prose has probably fitted himself by a preliminary study,
however casual, of masters of style. Not difficult is it, in the case ofa
man of no very assertive individuality, to detect who have been his
models. The more he reads, the better the chance of his acquiring
ease and correcting defects. I doubt, however, whether prose is any
more to be acquired by tuition than is poetry. Professor Earle's
book, then, seems to me a readable and an interesting history of the
development of prose style, and a valuable treatise, grammatical and
philosophical. As such it is to be recommended. The only indis-
pensable outfit for a writer is, however, an extensive knowledge at first-
hand of the masters of English prose.

PAINTER’S ¢ PALACE OF PLEASURE.”

MONG the reprints for which I have long hopced, that of the
“Palace of Pleasure” of William Painter has always scemed the

most desirable. The original editions of this treasury of old narratives,
from which Shakespeare derived very many of his plots, are very
scarce. I once owned a fragment of one of the two volumes—
which sold by auction for £10. I can trace no rccent sale
of a perfect copy of the original edition. A reprint, by Joseph
Haslewood, 3 vols. (1813), limited to 172 copies, is itself a rarity,
bringing from £5 to /£8. Every rarity is not, however,a work of
solid value, such as, to the student of early English, the ¢ Palace
of Pleasure ” must be pronounced. It gives practically, with many
historical records from Livy and Plutarch, other, and sometimes not
too edifying, stories from Boccaccio, Bandello, and other Italian
novelists. To no single work, perhaps, except the ¢ Plutarch ” of Sir

! Smith, Elder & Co.
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men paused from their labours and breathed a sigh of thankfulness
for the close of a trying day ; the hum of work gave place to the
hum of gossip ; on the Piazza Carlo Felice 2 band began to play.
Thither the inquisitive tourist would most naturally turn his steps
But, had he only known it, he might have found, dawdling abou: the
harbour, a little band of the picturesque redshirts for whom he had
looked so vainly in the morning. Lying about on the ground, they
seemed the embodiment of the national indolence. Occasionally, per-
haps, they would cast a reproachful glance at two large steamers whose
preparations for departure broke the stillness settling down on the
harbour ; but for the most part their surroundings appeared to
interest them but little. Night gradually came down ; the hum of
gossip ceased ; the band gave over their exertions; their audience
went home tobed. But still the redshirts lay stretched out along the
quays, seemingly too lazy to take the trouble of moving. The night
deepened and began to slowly passaway into dawn ; no sound broke
the silence of the harbour save the dull throbbing of the engines on
the two steamers, now almost ready for departure. Suddenly the
first faint quiver of sunrise appeared in the sky; straightway, as
though yielding to the touch which used to awake Memnon, the
recumbent forms started into active life. Two boats lay moored
alongside the quay ; to fill them was but the work of a moment;
there were no oars ; but willing hands supplied their place ; the two
steamers were quickly boarded ; before they could grasp the situation
the captains found themselves prisoners and the crews that they had
acquired new masters.

Such was the coup d’éfat by which Crispi and his fellows procured
for themselves the necessary means of transport. A short distance
from Genoa the main body of the Garibaldians awaited their daring
comrades. The embarkation was speedily effected, and these red-
shirted evangelists of liberty set forth for the field of their missionary
labours. Though unconscious of it, they were the modern edition of
the old military orders. The distance separating them from the Tem-
plars is but the distance between the nineteenth and twelfth centuries.
‘The watchwords were changed; the fiery zeal remained. Strong in this,
they went forth to preach their gospel and to evolve from a wild and
haphazard expedition events among the most momentous of the
century. On their subsequent fortunes it is unnecessary to dwell ; they
have become a matter of common history and have fittingly crowned
the story of an island which had seen Guiscard, with his handful of
Normans, expel the Saracens. In the meteoric campaign that fol-
lowed their landing Crispi bore his part, and rendered no small service
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slight alleviation, however, to his disappointment, he was elected to
the Presidential chair in the new Parliament, and afforded an oppor-
tunity of exhibiting his powers of management. The result, it must
be confessed, was not always such as to give satisfaction. Though
his impartiality was unquestionable, his nature was too impetuous
and passionate for a position where coolness and urbanity were so
indispensable. On one occasion, finding that the speakers chosen to
criticise an important bill were not in their places at the hour fixed,
he refused to wait for them, and, declaring the debate closed, passed
on to the next business. As might be expected, the absent deputies
were highly indignant at such treatment ; but the public supported
the President, and approved of his sharp protest against the unpunc-
tuality of their representatives. The following year saw him taking
the tour through Europe which, at the time, gave rise to such
comment in political circles. Recognising the foreign influences
affecting Italy, he wished to study the European situation at head-
quarters ; Bismarck, Gambetta, Lord Derby, and Count Andrassy
were visited in turn. When to his popularity with the country, and
the proof of confidence recently shown him by the Chamber, was
added the importance derived from these visits, it was found impos-
sible to keep him from office any longer. A ministerial crisis un-
expectedly arose with regard to the secrecy of the telegraph ; the
ministry resigned. In the new Cabinet the Portfolio of the Interior
was entrusted to Crispi !

Thus, after many buffetings of fortune, it seemed as if Crispi
had at length reached port. By his own unaided exertions, and
despite the hostility of his Sovereign, he had won his way into the
foremost rank. He might fairly hope that his eventful career had
been crowned once for all, and that a long period of useful activity
as minister lay before him. In reality, fortune had reserved till now
her most cruel blow ; his future, at the very moment when it seemed
assured, was buried again in gloom. |

When, in 1872, Crispi had married the Signora Capellani, the
scruples of the lady had been satisfied with a purely religious cere-
mony. Her husband, afraid to excite attention and arouse the
jealousy of Rosalie Montmasson by a civil marriage, had hitherto
postponed legalising their union. But now that he had become one
of the chief men in the State he felt that conformity to the laws
should be delayed no longer. Accordingly, the necessary legal for-
malities were duly complied with, and the previous ceremony sup-
plemented by a civil one. Unfortunately, in so doing, Crispi had
furnished his enemies with a weapon which they were not slow to
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had no reason to expect that they would ever see the daylight of
publicity, their language merits no small amount of attention when
we seek to discover the real feelings of the Italian ex-premier
towards France. In our own foreign politics, Crispi has occupied a
less conspicuous place than in those of our neighbours ; but he has
not forgotten that, when all other countries rejected him, he found
with us an asylum. Of the value of England’s friendship he is fully
sensible, and it is worthy of note that when, in 1882, Mr. Gladstone
invited the assistance of Italy in an Egyptian scttlement, he exerted
himself to the utmost, though in vain, to bring his countrymen to
appreciate the advantages which could be derived from such a
step.

In these days of interviewers and reminiscences, the private life
of any personage is apt to procure more attention than the public,
and to close a sketch of any individual without some detaiis of the
manner in which he disposes of his twenty-four hours would be
to rob curiosity of its choicest morsels. For the power which
his position conferred on him Crispi cares a great deal ; for its
ceremonies and honours he cares but little. In the midst of his
own family circle he finds the calm pleasures which his stormy past
has earned so hardly. All hLis life he has been dominated by a
passion for hard work, and has seemed to draw from ceaseless
activity an almost inexhaustible supply of health. Latterly, however,
he has been forced to recognise the stealthy hand of time, and has
suffered from gout and other disorders. Nevertheless, he still
rises at six in the morning, occupies two hours over his toilette,
and works with his private secretaries from eight to ten, when he
breakfasts with his family. Even then, however, his work follows
him, and the intervals of conversation are given over to an exami-
nation of the morning’s telegrams. Breakfast over, he adjourns to
his study for the day’s labours, which engage him till the cool of the
evening, when he drives out with his daughter. At seven he dines,
and half-an-hour’s after-dinner nap ushers the way to a social
reunion, in which Crispi is never tired of telling those who care to
hear it the story of his Sicilian experiences. At ten he retires to his
work, and remains invisible for the rest of the night.

In the domain of thought, as in that of politics, Crispi has
ranged himself under the banner of liberty. To himself the cere-
monies of religion offer little that is attractive ; but his family enjoy
perfect freedom in following the dictates of their convictions.
On the burning problem of the Papacy he has adopted the position
most thoroughly in keeping with Liberal principles, and there-
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A VILLAGE OBITUARY.

HEN a man of wealth or the holder of a distinguished name
shuffles off this mortal coil obituary paragraphs regarding
him are inserted in the newspapers, and the public is supposed to
take aninterest in the facts of hislife. Yet most frequently it happens
that these recorded facts, displayed to their utmost advantage, appear
no more than the tritest array of commonplaces, the truth being that
the wealth itself and the social position which gave the dead man a
claim to regard have raised him above exactly those troubles and
vicissitudes which make a life interesting. The history of the family
in the castle, it is true, probably contains interest enough if one goes
sufficiently far back for it, back to the days of its early risks and
struggles and first emergence from obscurity. But under every second
thatch-roof of the village in the glen below, the elements of romance lie
closer to hand. There the real tragedy and comedy of life are being
acted at the present hour. The folk live closer to hope and fear ; their
paths are less safe-guarded and secure ; and a step aside either way is
enough to alter the aspect, perhaps to bring about the catastrophe, of a
life. Only a little patience is needed in most cases to discover dramatic
point, frequently strange and thrilling enough, in the life-history of
each individual. In such a spot every gable-end, hedge-nook, and
turn of a wall has its story, one presently begins to find out. To
the grey-beards of the village, it appears, hardly a dyke-corner or a
coppice-end is without its pregnant memory, so many are the tellable
events which accumulate in a quiet backwater of life even within the
recollection of a single generation. An illustration of this fact is
seen in the passage in “ Tam o’ Shanter” in which every bush-clump,
ford, and heap of stones passed by the homeward-galloping roysterer
is made to bring to mind a weird story. Frequently all that remains
to chronicle the long tragedy of a life-time is some such mute monu-
ment ; and a curlous and true light upon the virtues and vices of
humble life 1s thrown sometimes by its deciphering.
A memorial of this sort, overlooking the lochside strath which
once belonged to his race, is all that is left now of old John C—.
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suffered most,.but the rural districts were not exempt, and of those
who succumbed in the neighbourhood here were John's grandfather
and his two uncles. The grandfather had been something of a miser
and curmudgeon, living like the meanest hind, and grudging every
farthing he was forced to spend ; but he was come of an ancient
yeoman stock, who had held property in the place for centuries, and
by his death and that of his two eldest sons John suddenly found
himself the representative of his family and master of some two
thousand acres of the best land in the parish. A strange tumn of
fortune for the humble cottage-builder, and one to make searching
proof of his qualities. Alas! of the demands of his new position only
one was made, and that was at once crucial and fatal.

A decent interval for mourning had been allowed to elapse, and
the new heir, making suitable provision for the rest of his family, was
about to enter on possession of the roomy farmhouse, which had been
the residence of the old laird, and to install there as mistress his
gentle betrothed, when a tragic circumstance occurred. It was a
quiet Saturday night. John and his future bride had wandered
in the still of the evening for an hour together among the fields, and
as the dusk fell and the stars were coming out he had “seen” her
home. He was lingering in his mother’s doorway, loth to enter while
the spell of the night was still upon him, when suddenly, turning into
the cottage garden from the road below, appeared his brother Robert.

The two brothers had always presented a contrast.  Much slighter
in build, in place of the blue eyes and warm brown skin of his elder
brother, Robert was pale of complexion and had eyes of jet black.
Taking by inclination to the smartness and diplomacy of city life, he
had within the last few months, by his brother’s newly-acquired
influence, become accountant of a bank in town. Since then his
graphic accounts of the reliance placed upon him by his superiors had
impressed the village with a general idea that he was on the high-road
to success. This, with the general air of man of the world which he
affected, and a reputation (which he did not discourage) for being
looked on with favour by the other sex, had got him among the folk
of the countryside the name of *the King "—* King C——." But
this night, as he came up the garden walk, his accustomed air of
sprightliness was gone. He was like a fine bird with draggled
feathers ; his shoulders were bent like those of an old man, and it
was apparent that somecthing was wrong. Some of the villagers had
met him on the road, and had noticed thus much ; but this was all

that they knew.
Nothing was ever told of the scene by the fireside in the little
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of, ke Sezan ¢ 2cid =3 ks head again. and to resume the old lordly
ars which had -.t..J!l 215 soubrigzer.  In his brother’s presence
ceir &l Ze smaz siemt and ZumEle.  Ar all other times, to judge
from =5 1r 2=d k. iz muzit Zave been supposed that he was the
coe w20 zad confermel a avour

A el oot ofeacw. = Drother John,” he would say,

indulzenty, 2 Aroocs of sie .'-:tc"e::ce in the inn parlour, as he
creazed Iis frenmds LTerally ten &is Drother's money, “ but, you see,
ke kmows zothing .1':cr.: e worid and the methods of managing
afirs.” And thus the ilea rew among the neighbours that, in
some ungnacws manner. e Kingz” kad generously immolated him-
se.f for the sage of 2is Qv
Amerzst those w2o tecame vaguely impressed with this idea
s. toforrunate’y, Toka's sweetheart kerself. In his desire to save
- the KinZ's™ Zxcd name, the elder brother had made the fatal
mistake of witkhouding from kis betrothed the cause of his parting
w:ih kis inhenmance. Tzis withholding of confidence, though un-
consciousiy perhaps on both their parts. doubtless formed the
first iim of estranzeme=: between them. Then another thing was
noticed by the vilhzer‘. and duly commented on, though, gossip-like,
nothmg was said to the man most ciosely concerned. During the
cday his work as a dyke-builder frejuently took John C—— to
cistan: parts of the parish. and. eager now to make up to some
extent to his promised wife the loss he had been compelled to inflict
cn her, he wroutht vizorously early amd late, not sparing himself time
even to return for the midday meal
During these lornz summer hours. however, “the King” had
nothing to occupv his time. He mizht have turned his hand to
some work, it is true : many thinzs might have been done in the
garden, and even dvke-building itself is not an art that needs
a long apprenticeship. bBut for occupation of such sort he had a
strong distaste and something of contempt, which he hardly took
pains to conceal. He loitered about the village instead, and
presently, it began to be noticed, took to supplying his brother's
absence at the cottage of his betrothed. First he took to loitering
about the garden there with the girl’s futher, then the loitering was
done with the girl hersclf, his position as her future brother.in-law
helping greatly, no doubt, the familiarity of their intercourse. He
was likely to be an intercsting companion for a country girl ; he knew
all about the theatres and the artists’ studios in town, and could
describe very cleverly how fortunes were to be made on the Stock

Exchange.
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rushes from the ball-room in the third, there is nothing in her
carriage, in her manner, in her movements which suggests a creature
to whom dancing is the best thing in the world, a creature who joys
as much in her own delight in delicate motion as in the knowledge
of the delight she gives to others. There are dancing-girls and
dancing-girls, of course, but in the sense which Mr. Jones surely
means, whose dancing-girl should be the very incarnation of the
race, Miss Neilson is not a dancing-girl. A dancing-girl who never
dances, who never really suggests dancing, is surely misnamed.

To talk of dancing-girls at once suggests the temple of the
dancing-girl in London, the Gaiety Theatre, where “Carmen up to
Date ” has just come into its revised edition, and continues to delight
unwearied admirers, some of whom, I am told, come again and again
and find undiminished entertainment in the humour of Mr. Lonnon,
the songs of Miss St. John, and above all, in the dancing of Miss
Letty Lind and Miss Silvia Grey. Miss Ellen Terry is taking
lessons, as the newspapers have told us, from Miss Silvia Grey.
Why should not Miss Neilson follow her example, and turn to the
dancing-girls of the Gaiety for inspiration in that particular part of
her role? Everyone has heard with great regret of Miss Neilson’s
illness ; everyone looks forward to welcoming her back to the Hay-
market stage. But when she does return she will certainly do well
to put more of the dancing spirit of the dancing-girl into her imper-
sonation of Drusilla Ives. Half an hour’s study of Miss Letty
Lind would show her what I mean, and would help her to perfect
her part. As it was, there was nothing in it to suggest to anyone
who did not know the name of the piece—any foreigner, for example,
unacquainted with English—that the Duke’s enchanting mistress was
a dancing-girl at all. We have no Eastern dancing-girls, unhappily,
in London just now. But it has been recently contended, as I
think correctly, that the Gaiety dancing is the outcome of the in-
fluence of the East upon England, and if Miss Neilson is wise she
will study its dancers.

I can only compliment Mr. Jerome K. Jerome on ¢ Woodbarrow
Farm.” 1 did not see it when it was originally produced some years
ago, and when, on the first night, the curtain fell on the first act, I
felt almost sorry that I had come to sce it at all. Not because I did
not like it, but because I did like it. It had somehow dexterously
caught the charm of the country life which has such an indefinable,
hopeless attraction for the confirmed victim of what Stevenson calls
the “servile life of cities,” and the charm is very disquicting, I

sighed for a possible ¢ Tusculum, sweet Tuscnlvm” in some kindly
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with smiles. As she slightly lifted her long skirt, we saw that instead
of shoes or boots she wore ornamented buskins of some kind of soft
leather, which made no noise when she walked. Afterwards we
heard that she wore them because she had lately sprained her feet,
and could not yet bear harder leather.

From the first I could see that my son Tom, a young man of
twenty-five, and chief officer, was greatly impressed by this girl.

He had always liked tall women, and anything *babyish ” in their
looks or manners particularly pleased him. Still, I was surprised at
the end of one short week after we sailed to learn that he had actually
proposed to her and been accepted.

“She is so artless, so ingenuous, so free from guile of any kind,”
said he, “that you can read her heart at once! We are to be
married on coming back to Liverpool, at the house of her aunt, who
is expecting her. With her usual childish frankness she informed me
that, although having a small fortune in Three per cents., left to her by
her father, who was a merchant, she is at present short of cash, which
would hinder her from purchasing, on landing, certain little articles
she desired towards a wedding outfit. I was so touched by her shy
infantile way, blended with timid distress at having to tell me this,
that I at once went to my room and procured the five-thousand-dollar
United States bond, which you know I lately bought with my savings,
and gave it to her, telling her where she could get it cashed, and bade
her then take out of it whatever she needed.”

“ Why, Tom, you don’t say so?” I cried, rather startled.

“ Of course,” he answered. “Why not? We are engaged, and
it ought to be the same about money matters as if we were married.”

He went bclow, and I sat long in the clear moonlight, thinking
it over as a hasty, foolish picce of business, when suddenly I was
startled by the cry of the look-out forward.

¢“Sail, ho! right ahead !”

The stranger—a large ship—put her helm a-port, so I had no
doubt she would pass us safely enough ; but, as she was going by, her
helmsman raising his wheel too soon, her bow swung off, and her
jibboom caught under my spanker sheet, lifting the spar and snapping
it off with a crash.

Therc was noise and confusion as we worked briskly to keep the
two vessels apart and prevent further damage, in the midst of which
several of the passengers came running up, somewhat frightened, to
find out what was the matter.

“It is nothing ; we are all right now ! ” I cried, to reassure them,
as the other ship swung clear of us.
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I’m now in a cue to sing,
If you'll but join my lay ;

For I've dipped my Muse’s wing,
And she’s ready to rise and play.

Chorus.
Then, guests, and brothers, an’ aw,
Brothers, and guests, an’ aw,
Oh, lend a lift to my lilt then,
Guests, and brothers, an’ aw.

Sussex, a county famous for a varnety of folk-songs and folk-
customs, has one or two special drinking chants, and this one, known
as “ I’'ve been to France, and I've been to Dover,” is usually sung in
the following manner. The chairman stands behind a pail of beer
with'a tall horn cup in his hand, and fills it from the pail. The man
next to him stands up, and, holding a hat with both hands by the
brim, crown upwards, receives the cup from the chairman on the
crown of the hat, not touching it with either hand. He then lifts
the cup to his lips by raising the hat, and slowly drinks the contents.
As soon as he begins to drink, the chorus strike up this chant :

I’ve bin to France, and I've bin to Doover,
I've bin ramblin’, boys, all de wurld odver,
Over and over, and over and odver,

Drink up yur liquor, and turn yur cup over,

Over and over, and over and oover,
De liquor’s drunk’t up, and de cup is turned oover.

The man drinking is expected to empty his glass by the end of
the fourth line, and then to return the hat to the perpendicular, still
holding it by the brim, and to toss the cup into the air, and, reversing
the hat, to catch the cup in it as it falls. If he fails, the chorus say—

De liquor’s drink’t up, but the cup ain’t turned over,

and the unhappy (?) man has to go through the ceremony again.
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Another favourite Sussex convivial ditty is *“ Bowl | Bowl !”

Come all you good fellews, give ear to me, come !

I'll sing in the praise of good brandy and rum.

Old ale and good cyder o’er England do roll,

Give me the punch-ladle, I'll fathom the bowl !

I’ll fathom the bowl, I'll fathom the bowl,

Bowl! Give me the punch-ladle, I'll fathom the bowl !
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is 2 fize Land at dodziz" an” Ridim, but co muckle at the rmmin’,
as ve are avised Weel rocnd he tarms and pops the gun straught
at them. Trey swear he kad his finger on the tngger an’ that he
was really zaua to fire, whazn oot loups anither o' the gamekeeper
chiels, him frae Glen Muach, and dangs the musket oot 0’ his hands.
Aff zaed the gun. deein’ nae hairm : Aundrew meesurit his length on
the grun’, an’ they had him siccar as a nail  Syne aff they took him
to Eilfin Bat it wasna a'thegither the poachin’, ye ken ; it was the
attempt at firin’, for so they tauld me theirsels as I met them on the
toll-road.”

At last we have the full story. As it is only once n ten years or
so that any person belonging to Carglen gets “ locked up,” you may
judze of the consternation which is now created. You will realise
also the extraordinary self-possession of Jock Taylor, whose breast
could contain such a secret even for the space of one hour.

“ Puir Aundrew, he was born tae trouble as the sparks flee up-
ward,” savs Mr. Geddes. The strict accuracy of the good man's
logic might perhaps be questioned, for, on the whole, Andrew Tomson
has dwelt in a nest very cosy for cur sterile neightourhood, and,
though in many a scrape from time to time, yet has generally managed
to surmount his difficulties without much mishap. Yet, in another
sense, he has been a kind of parish Ishmael, with few to pity him in
his petty troubles, and hence Jock's deliverance now, “ An’ serves
him richt, say I.” Moreover, a grudge of long standing between
these two persons somewhat clouds the * orra ” man’s intellect and
damps his kindly sympathy. He is perhaps the only one (and it is
likely that in the last resort even his heart would melt) in all Carglen
who could be found to give testimony adverse to Andrew. For the
honour of our parish, mind you, is at stake, and woe be to him who
speaks ill of the family roof-tree !

“It’ll be a cuittle quuistion that for the lyer chiels tae say
whether or no the man purpos't tae shoot,” cries the foreman from his
snug corner.

“ He mean't it richt weel, the bluidthirsty villain ! ” roars Jock,
with a round oath.

“ If poachin’s bad, swearin’s no guid, friend Jock,” says the
farmer cuicetly.

“Ye're richt there, guidman, but bluid's bluid,” declared Jock.

“ Poachin’s aginst all law and wrang a’thegither I'm thinkin’,”
slowly drawls Jim the baillie.

* Whist, whist, Jimmy " hisses Kit Clerk through the thick smoke ;
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PAINS AND PENALTIES.

ParT 1.

HERE are few subjects more painfully interesting, perhaps,
than that of the penalties which men have inflicted on

their fellow-men; and I am not sure that there is any which
lends greater support, on investigation, to the theory that at bottom
in every man there is something of the brute. Man’s inhumanity to
man offers, indeed, an exceedingly wide field to the inquirer, and
naturally suggests the reflection that if we had taken half the trouble
to better the condition of our fellows which we have taken to rack
and torture them, the world would have been a great deal happier.
That the punishment should not exceed the offence was taught by
the philosophers of the elder world, and repeated in his terse way

by Horace:
Let rules be fixed that may our rage contain,

And punish faults with a proportioned pain ;
And do not flay him who deserves alone
A whipping for the fault that he has done.

But Authority scorned to listen to the wise and humane advice of
philosopher and poet, though experience proved that excessive
punishments increased offences instead of deterring men from com-
mitting them. In the present paper, however, my object is not to
moralise on the relation between crime and punishment, but to con-
tribute a few notes on the historical side of the question, and illus-
trate the ingenious cruclty which has so frequently been brought to
bear on the invention of pains and penalties, the victims, not infre-
quently, being innocent of any wrong, or of any fault other than
that of having fallen into the hands of irresponsible Power.

The axe, the poisoned chalice, the gibbet, the stake, the cross—
these are only too familiar as forms of punishment. In the good
old times /apidation, or stoning to death, was often meted out to
adulterers. By the Jewish law it was the ordinary mode of execu-
tion. MNoyades, or death by drowning, the Romans reserved for parri-
cides, as you will learn from a very eloquent passage in Cicero’s
oration “ Pro Roscio Amerino.” e says they were sewn up alive
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with Nincty Priests under hatches? . . . In the middle of the Seine
stream, on signal given, the gadare is scuttled ; she sinks with all
her cargo. The Ninety Priests, with their gabare-coffin, lie deep.”
This was the first of the Noyades. Inthe second, the number of victims
was a hundred and thirty-eight persons. But the gadare was soon
donie away with, and men, women, and children, stripped naked,
were flung into the stream, and fusilladed until the last struggler
had sunk—a scene which reminds us of the butchery at Cawnpore
ordered by Nana Sahib. “ By degrees,” says Carlyle, * daylight
itself witnesses Noyades: women and men are tied together, feet and
feet, hands and hands, and flung in. This they call Mariage Répub-
licain (Republican Marriage). Cruel is the panther of the woods,
the she-bear bereaved of her whelps : but there is in man a hatred
crueler than that” Altogether, as we learn from the ¢ Proces de
Carrier,” there were twenty-five of these wholesale Noyades.

In this connection I may advert to one of the ordeals to which
a person suspected of witchcraft was exposed. She was dragged to the
nearest pond : if she floated, she was declared guilty ; if she sank, her
innocence was proved, at the cost, usually, of her life. It wasa case
of ‘“heads you win, tails I lose”: floating or sinking, the poor
wretch's fate was the same. A case occurred at Tring as lateas 1751.
A man named Butterfield took it into his head that his ill-health and
misfortunes were caused by a poor woman named Ruth Osborne,
then about seventy years of age. He and his friends determined to
punish her and her husband for alleged witchcraft, and announced
through the public criers of Hemel Hempsted, Leighton-Buzzard,
and Winslow that, *“ on Monday next, a man and woman would be
publicly ducked at Tring, in this county, for their wicked crimes.”
The parish overseer and the workhouse master, to protect Ruth Osborne
and her husband, secured them in the vestry of the parish church, but
a mob of 5,000 persons broke open the doors, seized the poor crea-
tures, carried them to the neighbouring pond, and after perpetrating
horrible brutalities, did them to death. The woman dying first, the
husband, still breathing, was tied to her dead body and soon after-
wards expired. It is satisfactory to relate that one Thomas Colley,
the ringleader in this atrocious outrage, was hung for murder.

The Ducking Stool was at one time a popular punishment for
scolds. It usually consisted of “a rough, strong chair, attached to
one end of a beam, and worked on a pivot,” in a post sunk into the
ground at the edge of a pond, ditch, or stream. The offender was
secured in the chair, and then immersed. The Cucking Stool, which
Butler calls “ a chair-curule,’ was placed usually before the culprit’s
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Persian conqueror Sapor in 260, was, it is said, flayed alive. Ac-
cording to another account he died in captivity of the weight of
his shame and grief. His skin was then stuffed with straw and
moulded into the likeness of a human figure, which was preserved
for ages in the most celebrated of the temples of Persia. Gibbon,
however, thinks the truth of this tale may very fairly be called in
question. The heresiarch Manes, the founder of the Manichaans
and pseudo-Paraclete, was put to death after this terrible fashion by
Behram (or Varanes), King of Persia, in 277. His skin was stuffed
with straw, and exposed at one of the gates of Djondischaour.

In the sixth century King Chosroes punished in the same manner
Nacoragan, one of his generals, for cowardice. His skin, says Aga-
thius (in his “Life of Justinian”), being turned backward from his head
to his heels, retained the form of the limbs from which it had been
stripped. It was afterwards sewn up and inflated, and exposed on
the summit of a rock.

Among Europeans this punishment has always been of rare
occurrence. Two instances are on record. In 1314 Philip the Fair
inflicted it upon the lovers of his sisters-in-law ; and in 1317 Pope
John XXII., after degrading Hugues Geraldi, Bishop of Cahors, for
magical practices against his life, handed him over to the secular
judge of Avignon to be flayed alive, and torn asunder by four horses,
after which his remains were dragged to the place of public execution
and burnt. You may read the whole of this strange story in
Bertrandy’s ¢ Un Evéque Supplicié.”

In 1571, treacherously violating the conditions of capitulation,
Mustapha Pasha, the Turkish commander, put to this cruel death the
gallant Venetian general, Brogadino, who, for two and a half months,
had defended Famagusta with the sternest resolution. The skin was
stuffed with straw, set astride a cow, paraded through the camp and
town, and suspended from the yard-arm of a galley. Afterwards
Mustapha despatched it to Constantinople, where, after it had been
long exposed to the view of the Christian slaves in the bagnio, and "
sent to the principal Turkish towns, it was ransomed by the Brogadino
family. It is now preserved in a handsome tomb in the church of
SS. Giovanni and Paolo, at Venice.

Burying alive has always been a common form of the capital
penalty among savage races, some of whom inflict it for no more
grave offence than the involuntary one of growing old. It has also
been in vogue in Europe. Amongthe Romans it was applied to Vestals
who had violated their vows of chastity. In France it was reserved
principally for women, who frequently suffered €or quite trivial offences.
Thus, in 1302, by order of the Baillli of Sainte-Geneviene, 2 wowan
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fut ramené au Chastelet, et depuis furent espousés ensemble.” A
man who owed his life to his wife in this literal sense ought to have
turned out an excellent husband! The custom has been made the
whetstone for sharpening two or three popular jests. Henri Estienne
says that in Picardy a story was very common to the effect that, toa
man on the point of being * turned off ” at the gallows was brought a
poor girl of no very good character, with a promise that if he swore
to marry her his life should be spared ; but that, on looking at her
and seeing that she was a cripple, he turned to the hangman, saying,
“ Attaque, attaque, alle clocque !” (‘““ Make haste, make haste, hang
away !”) And a kindred story is told of a Norman, who, when a
similar proposition was made to him at the foot of the gibbet, coolly
eyed the woman placed at his disposal, and replied :

Leévres serrées, nez pointu;
J’aime mieux étre pendu.

This joke—such as it is—was in Gay’s mind, perhaps, when he
makes Captain Macheath say, on the jailer introducing “four women
more, captain, with a child a-piece,” “ What! four wives more !—
this is too much. Here—tell the sheriff’s officers I am ready.”

The French do not seem to have inflicted the punishment of
hanging upon women earlier than the fifteenth century. Previously
female criminals had been buried alive or drowned. The first
execution of this kind in Paris occurred in 1449 ; and Chartier
records that crowds of people flocked from all parts to the place of
execution, especially women and young girls, “ it being a great novelty
to see 2 woman hung in France.” In England and Scotland the
custom prevails to this day. We have never imported from our
neighbours, however, the odd custom of providing malefactors with
animals as fellow sufferers, such as cats or dogs. Jews were hung
as St. Peter, it is said, was crucified, with the head downwards, and
between two dogs.

In Italy prevailed, besides the gibbet, the two forms of punish.
ment known as the Massola and the Mannaja. The former was
horrible enough, the executioner stunning the criminal with a blow
from a mace or a club on the side of the head, then piercing his
throat with a long knife, and cutting open all his chest. The man-
naya was a kind of guillotine, differing only in the position of the
criminal, who was placed on his knees ; it was reserved for the special
benefit of men of high degree, who, under the old régime, were
favoured in death as in life. But we meet with the guillotine as early
as the beginning of the sixth century, Jean d’Auton, the historio-
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the machine that bears his name, the design of which he submitted
to the National Assembly on December 1, 1789, as calculated to
diminish the sufferings of criminals, exclaiming: ‘ Moi avec ma
machine, je ferai vous sauter la téte d’un clin d’ceil, et vous ne souffrez
pas.” It was formally adopted, and one knows the part it played in
the French Revolution. “ The great guillotine, wondrous to
behold ; the Doctor’s idea has become oak and iron ; the huge
cyclopean axe falls in its grooves like the ram of the pile-engine,
swiftly snuffing out the light of men!” In 1794 it underwent some
improvements so as to work with increased velocity. The Parisians
grew so familiar with it as to make it the subject of their street-songs
and jests. It was nick-named ‘the national window.” I can but
allude in passing to recent speculations concerning its supposed
swiftness of action—to the doubt whether it immediately extinguishes
sensation ; but to my thinking it seems impossible that life can linger
in the decapitated head. The movements which some scientific
observers profess to have detected must surely be mechanical.

Such punishments as loss of eyesight, amputation of the ears,
nose, hands, limbs, and mutilation generally, have prevailed in every
country and every age. TEke Oriental despots frequently inflicted
Blindness—which is worse, I think, than death—on those rela-
tives whose nearness to the throne might make them dangerous
competitors, a red-hot needle being drawn across the eyeballs.! In
our own history occur several examples—as Robert, Duke of Nor-
mandy, and Prince Arthur. The removal of an offender’s ears was
a very common English penalty, and usually associated with his ex-
posure in the pillory. The latter abominable machine was abolished
in 1837. In Germany it was called the pranger ; in France the pilors
or carcan. Previous to the Conquest it was known in England as the
stretch-neck, only the head of the malefactor being confined in it.
Afterwards room was made for the insertion of the hands, and, finally,
of the feet. Pickpockets, purse-cutters, fraudulent tradesmen,
brothel-keepers, users of unstamped measures, forgers, pretended
soothsayers, beggars, decoyers of children, vendors of adulterated
articles—thesc and many other classes of wrong-doers were punished
by exposure in the pillory ; which, however, would never have
acquired its historical interest, and even dignity, had it not also been
inflicted upon sufferers for conscience sake—the victims of mon-
archical despotism or ecclesiastical tyranny. Take, as an example,
the well-known case of Prynne, Bastwick, and Burton in 1637, whose

! The names of three of the Eastern Emperors occur to me as having been
blinded by their rivals, Michael V., Isaac II., and Alexis III.












376 The Gentleman's Magazine.

THE METEORITIC HYPOTHESIS.

UCH has lately been heard about the ‘“meteoritic theory”
as an explanation of the origin and construction of the
heavenly bodies. This hypothesis, now generally ascribed to Pro-
fessor Lockyer, seems to have been first suggested by the German
astronomer, Meyer. His theory has met with some support from
Helmholtz, Proctor, Thomson, and Tait in Europe, and from Pro-
fessors Newton and Wright in America. Professor Lockyer has
recently published a full exposition of his theory in an elaborate and
interesting work entitled ‘“ The Meteoritic Hypothesis : a Statement
of the Results of a Spectroscopic Inquiry into the Origin of Cosmical
Systems.” In this volume the author has worked out his hypothesis
in great detail, and as his theory has recently met with much adverse
criticism, a brief review of the principal facts and arguments ad-
vanced by Lockyer, and also by his opponents, may prove of interest
both to those who accept and those who reject his views.

Lockyer commences his work with an account of the falls of
meteoric stones recorded in history. The earliest of these dates
back so far as 1478 B.C., but, of course, with some uncertainty.
Numerous well-attested falls are, however, referred to, and many of
these meteorites are preserved in museums, one weighing over three
tons being deposited in the British Museum. This fell at Cran-
bourne, in Australia.

The general form of these meteoric stones is fragmentary, in-
dicating that they are the fractured portions of larger masses, burst
asunder by the force of the explosion which usually accompanies
these interesting phenomena. In the case of the meteorite which
fell at Butsura in 1861, pieces picked up at places three or four
miles apart could be actually fitted together to form the original
mass !

Meteorites are gencrally covered by a black crust, clearly caused
by the intense hcat developed by the mass in rushing through the
earth’s atmosphere with a planetary velocity.

Meteorites are generally composed of well-known terrestrial
elements. Among these may be mentioned iran, nickel, magnesium,
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temperature. He considers that the light of comets is chiefly due to
collisions between the component meteorites, and that the observed
transparency of comets may be explained by supposing the meteorites
to be small, and separated by considerable intervals. A portion of
the light of comets, he thinks, may be produced by collisions between
the cometic swarm and other swarms existing in space ; and the
recorded sudden increase of light in the Pons-Brooks comet of
1883, and the Sawerthal comet of 1888, seems certainly in favour of
this idea.

Lockyer holds the view that both shooting stars and comets did
not originate within the solar system, but are of cosmical origin.
This view of the origin of comets was held by the famous Laplace,
but Kant thought they originated in the solar system ; and the
terrestrial origin of meteorites was advocated by Sir Robert Ball and
Tschermak.

Lockyer then proceeds to discuss the probable construction of
the nebul®, and concludes that they are probably swarms of
meteorites ; the collisions between the component meteorites pro-
ducing the light emitted by these objects. He attempts to prove
that the brightest line seen in the spectra of the nebule, ‘“the chief
nebular line” as it is called, is coincident with the edge of the
magnesium fluting seen in the spectra of meteorites. The nebular
line certainly lies very near this fluting, but the spectroscopic power
used by Professor Lockyer was quite insufficient to decide so delicate
a question. Recent observations by Dr. Huggins, with a more
powerful spectroscope, and by Mr. Keeler, at the Lick Observatory,
with a higher powcr still, have, however, shown that the chief
nebular line in the spectrum of the great nebula in Orion, and in
some others, does zof coincide with the edge of the magnesium
fluting, but falls within the fluting, towards the bluc end of the
spectrum.

Classifying the stars in accordance with his theory, Ilockyer
places some of them on the rising branch of a temperature curve,
and others, including our own sun, and stars with similar spectra, on
the descending or cooling branch of the curve. From an examina-
tion of the spectra, he considers that the red and orange stars of
Secchi’s third type, which includes many variable stars, are increasing
in temperature, while the still redder stars of the fourth type, of
which some are variable also, are cooling bodies, and are “ap-
proaching the extinction of their light.” The stars showing bright
lines in their spectra, he thinks, “ are nothing more than swarms of
meteorites, a little morc condensed than those which we know as
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opinion that some comets, at least, originated ‘‘ within the limits of
the solar system,” and to this class he is disposed to assign *the four
comets which have been connected with meteor swarms.” He argues
that some meteors may be of terrestrial origin, and suggests that
possibly Lockyer’s experiments may have been made with some of
these terrestrial meteorites.

There seems to be another weak point in Professor Lockyer’s
hypothesis, and that is that it offers no explanation of how the planets
and satellites of the solar system were evolved. This has been
pointed out by Mr. Monck. He says, * Will any advocate of the
meteoric theory give us an explanation of why all the planets and
asteroids and the great majority of the satellites revolve in the same
direction, why the orbits of the larger bodies of the system deviate
so little from the circle, and why they are so nearly in the same plane?
Till this is done I think the nebular hypothesis has in this case the
advantage.” A violent grazing collision between two dense meteoric
swarms might however, conceivably, be supposed to produce a rota-
tion in the swarms, which would give rise to the observed planetary
motions.

Another objection raised by Mr. Monck is, that it seems difficult
to understand how the requisite number of collisions in a meteoric
swarm could be produced and kept up, and “that meteor clouds
dense enough to produce the requisite amount of light by their col-
lisions would also be dense enough to intercept a great part of it
again on its way to the earth.” Mr. Monck’s papers on the subject
were published in the Journal of the Liverpool Astronomical Society.

Here the matter rests at present. It will be seen that hitherto the
weight of evidence seems against the truth of Lockyer’s hypothesis,
but further researches on the subject will be looked forward to with
considerable interest.

J. ELLARD GORE,
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been educated for the Church and had even been ordained. This
man was a profound scholar, well connected, and yet by devious
courses he descended till he could descend no further. I have often
seen him in the lodging-house “kitchen ” sitting astride a wooden
bench with a basin full of coffee and a hard crust of bread before
him. I have seen him stop a group of rollicking undergraduates in
Oxford High Street, and puzzle them with a choice assortment of
dog Latin and Virgil, following in their wake when they moved on,
bombarding them with quotations from poet after poet, till in very
despair of getting away from him, they have thrown him a half-crown
and laughed heartily to see him turn into the nearest public-house to
spend it. This man used to get no end of money, and at evening
would return to the lodging-house drunk, with a bottle of whisky in
his pocket. There he would make himself a general nuisance, at
one moment haranguing the assembled tramps in a jumble of more
or less classic phrases, then noisily bewailing his sorry fate and
promising to sign the pledge and reform. At length he would fall
under a table and go to sleep, or some sympathetic listener would
lead him upstairs to bed, and next morning the old man would take
his cup of coffee in silence, hardly ever speaking to those among
whom he herded except when drunk.

It may interest some of my readers to know what a common
lodging-house is like. Of course they differ very much both in size
and appearance. There are houses which can accommodate only
half a dozen persons, while there are others which have found shelter
for forty or fifty. I do not refer to that new invention, the ‘“ model
lodging-house,” which is usually hated and shunned by bdond jfde
tramps, but to the old-fashioned ¢ common lodging-house,” of
which a specimen can be found in almost every market town in
England, and in many large villages. The common lodging-house
invariably consists of a ‘kitchen,” and any number of bedrooms
according to the size of the house. The ¢ kitchen” is the common
living room for all the lodgers. There may be a sort of scullery
where the pump and all kinds of odd pots and pans are found ; but
the “kitchen” is the only living room. In this kitchen are two,
three, or four tables, as the case may be, arranged round the walls,
with rough wooden benches placed along them. It is very rare to
find a table away from the wall, for the simple reason that the whole
centre of the “ kitchen ” is kept for the lodgers to move about in.
There is always a comical assortment of domestic utensils in a
lodging-house.

On the fire will be found either a fountain or one or two large
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That concludes the ceremony. The applicant is a married man
with a wife and two children. He wants a bed and a half, being one
bed for himself, wife, and infant child, and half a bed for his little
son, a “ half-bed ” meaning the share of a bed with another lodger.
For this he pays ninepence, sixpence for a “full bed,” and three-
pence for the half-bed. A single man may take a “ bed to himself,”
for which he pays fourpence, that being the regular price of single
men’s beds, which are smaller than those used for couples, or he
may pay only threepence and have a half-bed, sleeping with another
single man, who also pays threepence for the other half of the bed.

These lodging-houses have some curious names attaching to
them, by which they are known to those who frequent them. A
house at Great Marlow was known as the “ Cherry Tree.” It was
so called from a cherry tree, on which there were never any cherries,
that grew in the yard. A pump was fixed in this tree, and a raw
Irishman, who had never been to the house before, remarked on
being referred to this tree for his water, * Bad cess to ye now : do
ye think oi've come over from ould Oireland to dhraw water out ov
a sintick ?” A house at Stratford-on-Avon, which stands on that
side of the bridge away from the town, close by a public known, I
think, as the ¢ Shoulder of Mutton,” used to rejoice in the name ot
““ The Big Fountain,” the reason being that this house boasted the
largest fountain ever seen in a lodging-house. It was made of
copper, and held over thirty gallons of water. It always remained
on one side of the large fire-place, and was filled from another
fountain holding about twelve or fifteen gallons, which used to
swing on and off the fire. This enormous fountain had descended
from one lodging-house keeper to another through a number of years,
and may be there yet for all I know. Henley-on-Thames used to
have a lodging-house, which was also a public-house, known as ¢ The
Shoemakers’,” the landlord being a cobbler, who worked every day in
the kitchen in the midst of his lodgers. This house was also known
as “The Well,” from a well in the yard which supplied the inhabit-
ants with water. At Abingdon the favourite house was known as
“The Big Doors,” and stood at the end of the town leading out to
Oxford. It was also known as “The Romany’s,” being kept by a
gipsy. The keepers of these houses also possess curious nicknames.
Thus at Droitwich “Saucy Bet's ” was the favourite resort of tramps,
and a more saucy old lady it would be extremely difficult to find.
At Stroud the best known house was “The Germans’,” kept by two
or three German sisters, all of whom, according to the habitués of
the place, were named Katerina, and whose surname was Smith,
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times “ chaneyfaking” is combined with one or the other. The
tricks resorted to by itinerant menders of china and the * patter”
they press into their service are really astonishing. The moadus
operands is much as follows. Say a pair of *pals” are working
together. They call at a house and a woman answers the door.

“ Morning, my lady. Mrs. Hammond at the big hall told us we
was to call on her friend Mrs. Jones, at the farm, and say as how if
Mrs. Jones wanted any china repairing, burning, soldering, fusing,
or secret bolting she could highly recommend me and my man here
as have just mended her ladyship’s best china soup tureen and sugar
basin at the most reasonable price,” &c., &c.

Mrs. Jones at the farm is flattered that Mrs. Hammond at the
hall should even give a thought to her, and if she is a simple-minded
woman, as she often is, and has never been bitten before, she
probably brings out a dish which has a nasty crack in it and asks if
it can be mended. |

“ Lor bless yer, yes, my lady, and a beautiful dish it is ; real
Crown Derby china, or I ain’t no judge. You shall have it back in
a hour, my lady.” And the poor woman parts with the dish. If she
endeavours to get an estimate of the cost for repairing it the scamps
“jolley” her, that is they patter away to her about cracks here,
rivets there, “ burning and fusing ” somewhere else, and so confuse
her with their incessant humbug that they at length get off without
naming any price for the work. This is one of the great objects
aimed at. A ‘“chaneyfaker” will exercise his utmost ingenuity, and
it is considerable, to carry off a “joint ¥ (a job) without giving a
“thole ” (estimate of cost).

Having got the “j'int” away the next operation is to  fake” it.
If there is but one crack in the dish, one or two ugly scratches are
made with a piece of broken file, and thus other cracks are re-
presented. It frequently happens that these workmen are destitute
of tools. Perhaps the *spark” with which they drill, which costs
about fifteen pence, and is a minute piece of carbon obtained from
certain jewellers in Clerkenwell, has been sold for a quart of beer
during a drunken bout. In such a case, if the ware to be repaired is
very soft, as common ware usually is, the necessary holes for the
rivets are made, though with much labour, by means of a fine brad-
awl, which is hardened by being placed in the fire and then plunged
in cold water. During the boring operation the brad-awl is re-
peatedly dipped in turpentine, which materially assists the work.
Repairs executed in this way are much more clumsy than when the
ordinary drill and ¢ spark ” are used, and occupy twice as much time,
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Now comes the tug of war.

“Well, really, my lady, 1 hadn’t given that a thought for the
minute. Let me see "—turning to ‘ his man ” for assistance—*¢ there’s
four rivets in the fust crack at fourpence per rivet, that’s one and four ;
five in the next, that’s one and eight; one and four and one and
eight is just three shillings ; then there’s three rivets in the bottom,
one shilling ; which together mnakes four shillings ; then there is the
burning and fusing, which is a secret process only known to the per-
fession, and which should be five shillings, but we makes areduction
for quantity and charges half a crown, that makes sixand six ; then
there’s the secret bolting--two secret bolts at one-and nine makes
three and six, which added to six and six makes ten shillings to the
farthing, and the plating of the rivets we throws in for ninepence-
halfpenny, which is half price, and which my man here is quite
agreed to, seeing as you may have some other little jobs for us when
we calls again. Just ten and ninepence-halfpenny, if you please, my
lady.”

By the time this is run off poor Mrs. Jones is holding up her
hands in horror. Probably the whole dinner service has not cost
more than is charged for this dish, and she drcads to think what Mr.
Jones will say when he returns home. A “row ” ensues ; the woman
protests, threatens, argues, but all to no purpose. Mr. Jones is
far away in the fields, and cven if he returns he is bullied and
invited to fight. The “row” ends in a compromise, and the
terrified and indignant woman parts with, say eight and sixpence,
with which the pair of worthies make off, lecaving the bewildered
Mrs. Jones surveying her dish on the doorstep, and gasping for
breath. Had the dish been properly mended, a shilling would have
been a fair charge to make for the work, which should have con-
sisted of four rivets at threepence each. Punishment occasionally
overtakes these men, but it is rare in proportion to the number and
extent of their extortions. Tinkers, grinders, * mushfakers,” and
many others regularly resort to this cheating, though ¢ chaney-
fakers ” are looked upon as extortioners par excellence.

One of the most profitable and refined callings used to be
¢ driz-fensing.” To “fensc ” 1s to sell ; a “fenser” is a seller, and
¢“driz” is the cant term for lace. The word “ fense” and ¢ fenser ”
is used in composition even more extensively than ¢ faker.,” There
are ‘‘snell-fensers” (ncedle sellers), ‘“reader-fensers” (sellers of
tracts), *blink-fensers” (spectacle sellers), “rake-fensers” (comb-
scllers), fensers of all kinds of ‘“blackberry swag,” and numerous
others. The term “swag” means “stock,” and “blackberry” is a
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herself. I cannot give the wording of the * par,” but here is a faith-
ful digest of it so far as my memory serves me : “ The artfaul little
Frenchwoman.—The police are anxious to discover the whereabouts
of a little woman, supposed to be French, who goes about selling
imitation lace for real. It seems she called on Mrs. Blank early in
the week, and displayed a pillow on which was some lace which the
woman was supposed to be making. But Mrs. Blank happens to be
an expert judge of lace, and seeing this, the impostor decamped, on
being threatened with the police. But mark the sequel. Mr, Blank
came home in the evening bringing a present for his wife, it being
the lady’s birthday. The present consisted of a quantity of so-called
Honiton lace, for which Mr. Blank had given a good price, knowing
his wife’s fondness for it. Mrs. Blank, however, pronounced the
lace to be imitation, and declared she had seen it before that day.
On being questioned Mr. Blank admitted having purchased the lace
of a little Frenchwoman, who called at his place of business and
represented herself as a lace-maker,” &c., &c.

An amusing incident followed the reading of this paragraph. In
the strect where the woman lodged were three or four other lodging-
houses, and two or three *driz-fensers” happened to be staying in
them. In one house was a girl, the daughter of the landlord, whom
the “driz-fenser” from Birmingham had offended. On going down
the street this woman and some of her fellow impostors made offen.
sive remarks to the girl, and the latter, returning to the house, com-
plained to her mother, and, girl-like, remarked that she knew how
to punish her tormentors ; she knew about the Birmingham affair, and
knew all about the * driz-fensers ” who were lodging in the street.
No real harm wasmeant by these pettish remarks, but in a few minutes
they reached the ears of the ‘“artful little Frenchwoman,” and she,
accompanied by three or four other women, marched in a body to
the house of the offended girl, and throwing themselves at the feet
of her and her mother besought them with (crocodile) tears not to
“gag ” on them, in other words not to give information to the police.
The girl and her mother had the greatest difficulty in getting rid of
the terrified women.

Patriotism is not a virtue too common among tramps ; but tramps
are by no means scarce in the ranks of our militia. At one time a
large number of the fraternity annually “came up for training” in
various parts of the country, but I believe there are fewer now. The
militia that assembled at Gloucester used to be particularly strong in
tramps, and the same may be said of those who trained at Cirencester.
Some few years ago one of the smartest non-commissioned officers at
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in the jolly, red-faced old gentleman who invariably had a half-crown
for them, the strange little *glock” (man) who had played * crib ”
with them on the previous night.

One of the queerest individuals known to the tramp community
was old “Squire Lucas” as he was called, the eccentric gentleman
who for many years lived the life of a hermit some mile or two
from Hitchin. This strange man was known almost universally on
the “road,” and the funny stories current about him in the lodging-
house would fill a small book. Many a poor tramp felt a pang of
regret when * Squire Lucas ” died a few years since, for he was a sure
“mark ” in time of need. Any cadger could count on twopence
from the “Squire,” and in certain cases the tip went as high as
fourpence. The hermit had his likes and dislikes. If a tramp could
recite the Lord’s Prayer he might safely count on threepence ; but if
he could say the Ave Maria a fourpenny piece was the regular reward-—
not four pennies, be it noted, but a fourpenny-piece. On a Sunday
morning it was no unusual thing to seec a score of tramps at the
house of the hermit, and in due sequence Lucas would see them all
at his little aperture, for it was only through this that audience was
held. The store of knowledge concerning tramps that this man had
accumulated was surprisingg He would talk “padding ken”
(lodging-house) slang with the oldest of them: he would ¢ pucker
cant ” (“talk cant,” or slang) so that many of the younger itinerants
could not understand him. He prided himself on being a match
for the most seasoned rogue, and it was generally admitted that he
had never been “ nailed” (deceived) but once, and that was by an
Irishman. As I have said, Lucas preferred those who could repeat
the Ave Maria to any others. Catholics were his favourites, and he
once so far unbent to a great, simple-looking Irishman, as to engage
him as a sort of watchman about the premises. For some time the
hermit was very unapproachable ; but af length *“ Moike”—that was
what the Irishman called himself—by dint of his sanctimonious
conduct quite gained the confidence of the recluse. He was armed
with an old blunderbuss that would not go off—except, as Moike
afterwards explained, when /¢ himself went—on any account, and
put to guard the premises from thieves, of whom Lucas was in
constant dread. But one dark night Moike saw a chance of reward-
ing himself for his hitherto faithful service, and pocketing a little
bowl of silver and copper from which his master was wont to relieve
his callers, he made off, blunderbuss and all, much to the disgust of
the hermit, who never afterwards put faith in any one.

Speaking of Irishmen and Catholics reminds me of a very funny
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At Stroud and many other places the chapel people used to
hold a service in the lodging-house ¢ kitchen,” after which the
tramps were invited to a service at which small loaves were given
away. But it was found that at those services where no “chuck”
(bread) was distributed there were no tramps, the inference being
that it was the loaf, and not the preacher’'s eloquence, that con-
stituted the ‘“draw.” The inference was correct.

The slang made use of by genuine tramps is extensive and
peculiar. A great deal might be written on this subject, but I have
only space to glance at it here. It is never called “slang ” by the
old-fashioned cadgers, who are far more proficient in it than their
modern brethren. It is knowna: ““cant; " to *“ pucker cant,” mesning
to talk slang.  Much of 1t is eviacutly derived from the gipsies, but
there is a good deal that does not emanate from them. ‘Mong” is
the gipsies’ favourite term for “ beg,” and there is a well-known story
of a gipsy who put his little son forward to beg of an old gentle-
man. All the while the artful hypocrite kept on saying, *“ Come away
from the dear, good, kind gentleman. If we are starving, p'raps the
good, kind gentleman hasn’t brought any money with him ; come
away, my son, and don’t bother the dear gentleman,” then in a kind
of stage whisper would be interpolated the injunction —* Mong,
kiddie, mong,” meaning “ Beg, lad, beg.”

There are many words in this cant vocabulary that plainly in-
dicate their classic origin. Such, for instance, is * panem”
(bread), of which “chuck,” “toke,” “grub,” ¢‘scran,” and one or
two others are better-known synonyms. “Mungeary,” pronounced
‘“‘munjdry,” is a term used for food generally. It might possibly be
traced to ‘“manger,” and it may be also that ‘ beaua,” pronounced
“ bewa,” meaning a woman or wife, has some relation to the French
“beau.” * Vardey” means ‘““look,” “see,” and is suggestive of the
Latin “vide.” 1 append a few cant words and expressions as a
curiosity for those who take an interest in the subject :—Glock (man),
cully, soubley (pal), methony (policeman), dona (woman), casa, crib,
ken or kenna (house), boss or boss-crib (farmhouse), boss (farmer), com
or combat (clergyman), combat’s (vicarage), needy (tramp), nathers
(lodgings), Vardey his nibs (look at him), Sunny the beaua (see the
woman ; look at her), Ne dash (stop it; be quiet; do not, &c.),
nuke (head), Carab yer nuke (give you a crack on the head), rorty
(street ; also used adjectively for good, fine), midjic (shilling), dinary
(money), stur (prison), dorough (livelihood), a cant (food obtained
at a house), stiff; slang (a license), quid, thick-'un (sovereign), gammy,
snidey (bad), &c., &c. Tramps have an ingenious method of
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transposing the syllables of the words they use, and this is extremely
puzzling to novices. For example: suppose a tramp wished to
warn another who was begging that a policeman had his eye on him.
The cant phrase would be, ¢ Ne dash, soubley, vardey the methony
sunnying yer ; ” s.e., “ Mind, old pal, see the policeman looking at yer.”
But an old hand would render it thus: ¢ Ec-ne ash-der, oubley-ser,
ardey-ver th’ ethony-mer unnying-yer-ser.”
PEREGRINUS.
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BOURNEMOUTH and WIMBORNE.

ERHAPS nothing so increases the beauty of the country as an
abundance of trees ; and in this matter the streets of Bourne-
mouth are remarkable : they look in places like shady lanes, so that
the visitor might almost fancy himself in the open country, far from
the turmoil of common existence. Where, again, could you find land-
scapes more smiling and solitude more seldom disturbed than on the
vast heaths and in the far-reaching woods and parks which surround
Wimborne on every side ?

Thackeray in * The Virginians,” beautifully described the change
that has in the last half-century come over our country roads and
lanes : —

The high road a hundred years ago was not that grass-grown desert of the
present time; it was alive with constant travel and gaiety. The ponderous
waggon, with its bells and plodding team ; the light post coach that achieved the
journey from the White Hart, Salisbury, to the Swan with Two Necks, London,
in two days; the strings of pack horses that had not yet left the road ; my lord’s
gilt post-chaise and six with the outriders galloping on ahead; the country
squire’s great coach and heavy Flanders mares ; the farmers trotting to market or
the parson jolting to the cathedral town on Dumpling, his wife behind on the
pillion— all these brisk sights and brisk people greeted the young traveller on his
summer journey. Hodge, the farmer’s boy, and Polly the milkmaid, bobbed a
curtsey as the chaise whirled over the pleasant village green, and the white-
headed children lifted their chubby faces and cheered. The church spires glistened

with gold, the cottage gables glared in the sunshine, the great elms murmured in
sammer or cast purple shadows over the grass.

But I must reluctantly leave the delights of country rambles, of
which the visitor to Bournemouth may easily have his fill, and con-
fine myself to the subject proper of this article.

One of the most momentous events in the history of Bourne-
mouth was the cutting of the new line from Brockenhurst to the
East Station, a work involving great engineering difficulties, and
costing three quarters of a million. For some years the obstacles
to success threatened to overwhelm the contractors and to wear
out the patience of the residents in the town. At last the Di.

rectors were rewarded for thelr energy and perseverinee, and the
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galloa ; the latter, as tis oidered, drinks almost like mead, and makes a man’s
mouth smell of Loney.

The difference between the gaiety of Tunbridge Wells in summer
and its dulness out of season was well shown by the common saying,
‘Where are you going?” “To Tunbridge Wells. Where did you
think? Change me a guinea.” Contrasted with the reply, “To
Tunbridge Wells, good lack ! Give me change for a shilling.”

A few words on the climate of Bournemouth I must venture to
give, as the subject is one of importance to visitors. The town, then, is
three degrees warmer than Wolverhampton, with about the same range
of temperature and the same number of rainy days, but with not quite
such a low absolute minimum. The one matter—but most important,
truly—in which Bournemocuth eclipses the Midland town is in the
greatly larger amount of sunlight ; it has twice as many hours of
clear sunshine as Buxton, Cheadle, and Wolverhampton; so that on
many days, when it is not inviting to go out of doors in those places,
open-air exercise is agreeable at Bournemouth, or, more accurately,
endurable. But from the beginning of November to the end of March
longitude, not latitude, is the most important factor. Nevertheless, the
winter of the south and west, though so little warmer, is far brighter
and pleasanter, and that is a decided advantage.

Bournemouth is a large and somewhat ill-defined area, covered
more or less thickly with houses. The western portion is called
Parkstone, and is in the parish of Poole; then comes a long, narrow
district— Branksome, Bournemouth West, and Bournemouth East,
and, still further to the East, Boscombe; indeed, from Poole to
Christchurch, nearly nine miles, there is a good deal of scattered
building, which is every year filling up fast, and also stretching north-
wards. The main portion of Bournemouth is long and narrow, and
cxtends thrce miles along the old Christchurch Road—a straight,
broad, and very handsome thoroughfare. The town, unlike many
other seaside watering-places, is not exactly on, but at a short distance
from the sea, approaching at certain points quite close to it, at others
lying farther off. From no part of the town can the water be seen,
although a fcw houses on the east and south cliffs look down on the
beach, with its bustling crowds and magnificent pier, and much of
the picturesqueness of the place is actually owing to its not being on
the seca, so that there has been more room for new houses and roads
than would have been the case had the town only been the expansion
of an old fishing-village built on the beach. No road leads along
the sea, though several take down to it, and some ‘of the chines and
ravines are very beautiful. No stately terrace or crescent looks over
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the water, and in this the contrast between Bournemouth and some
other watering-places is decided, and the visitor finds all the charm
of novelty. No grander marine carriage-road could be laid out
than along the beach at Bournemouth ; the expense would certainly
be enormous, but the gain would be incalculable. According to
rumour, we may look before long for this great enterprise to be taken
up in good earnest ; it cannot fail to be a profitable investment, and
to attract many visitors to the neighbourhood.

Bournemouth is at last incorporated, and none too soon ; but
although it gives the place a somewhat townish character, there can
be no question that it is a distinct gain to the permanent resi-
dents to have a responsible governing body. Great local improve-
ments are contemplated, and municipal buildings on an imposing
scale are likely soon to be commenced. The town has the advan-
tage of a right worthy mayor in Mr. Hankinson, an upright, pious,
enlightened man, the best person in the place to hold the office.
Should his successors only be worthy of him, they need not fear the
breath of scandal. In choosing such a mayor Bournemouth has
shown that even popular elections are not always spoilt by self-interest,
and that the sheer force of goodness and ability sometimes compels
general recognition. ' :

Bournemouth is singularly favoured in another matter ; indeed, I
do not know any other health resort that compares with it in the
cheapness and variety of its sea excursions. Without harbour or
shelter it would seem to be the last place in the world to have such
unrivalled advantages ; but only four miles west strefches the capacious
and convenient harbour of Poole, and from early in the morning to
late at night steamers ply from Bournemouth Pier to Yarmouth, the
Needles, Ryde, Ventnor, Cowes, Swanage, Torquay, Dartmouth,
and—but more rarely—to the French coast. A guinea ticket entitles
the holder to all the shorter excursions for the season.

Of land excursions the variety is large, but few are in the imme-
diate neighbourhood of Bournemouth. The Talbot Woods would,
however, make the reputation of any healthiresort : they are quite
close to the town. Dudsbury, again, a very perfect early-British
camp, on the left bank of the Stour, near Kinson and West Parley,
is a noble earthwork, difficult of access because of the immense
detour to get over the broad and dangerous Stour, which has only
convenient bridges at Christchurch and Longham ; but, however
reached, Dudsbury, on a fine spring afternoon, is well worth examinii
and to look down upon the wide and noisy stream at one’s feet.
many yards below them, is a pleasure not one visitor °



400 The Gentleman's Magazine.

in a hundred enjoys. The two favourite land-excursions are to
Wimborne and the New Forest. All through the summer strings of
brakes crowded with excursionists ply many times a day to Wimborne
and to Rufus’s Stone ; the latter is twenty miles from the middle of
Bournemouth. But the most beautiful country cannot, from its
remoteness, be conveniently reached except by making Wimborme
the starting point ; between it and Bourncmouth there are fifteen trains
up and as many down a day, while as the crow flies the distance is
little over eight miles. Christchurch Priory is another grand building,
and in size, massiveness, and interest has no rival nearer than Salisbury
Cathedral and Romsey Abbey; the last is not easy Lo reach from
Bournemouth, though it is well worth visiting and critically examining,
and its splendid proportions and heavy Norman architecture make a
decp impression. Every one who can get so far should make a point
of doing so.

The singular richness and beauty of the country round Wimborme
call for some remarks ; the place has grown rapidly during the last
fifteen years, and many hundreds of new houses have sprung up, prin-
cipally near the station. The town is exceedingly pretty and quaint,
though portions lie rather low, and it is very beautiful to sweep half
round the town in the train from Blandford, and to see the houses
clustering round the ancient minster, which, from its enormous size,
still throws all the other buildings into insignificance. It is one of the
finest parish churches in the South of England, though insignificant
enough compared with the immense minsters and abbeys of York-
shire and the Fen Country. Those Fenland Abbeys have hardly
any rivals in the South and West, and Christchurch Priory and
Wimborne Minster are small in comparison, nor was the dispropor-
tion less in the palmy days of the Catholic Church, though possibly
Beaulieu Abbey, now lying in ruins, may, in size and grandeur, have
been a fitting rival. Peterborough, to cite one of many, was, in its
glory, among the most magnificent and powerful of English Abbeys,
and must have thrown nearly all the Southern churches into the
shade ; some rude old rhymes, descriptive of the characteristics of
several monasteries in its vicinity, seem to show that it was greatly
elated with its distinction. They run thus :

Ramsey, the rich of gold and fee ;

Thorney, the flower of many fair tree;

Crowland, the courteous of their meat and their drink ;
Spalding, the glutton, as all men do think ;
Peterborough, the proud ;

Sawtry, by the way—that old abbey—
Gave more alms in one day than 2l Uhey.
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confine such a worthy in an asylum, and then spend his fortune in
litigation.

The neighbourhood of Wimborne is unrivalled for its beauty, and
it would be difficult to find anything more wonderfully varied ; fertile
water meadows—low-lying and sometimes flooded—mark the course
of the rivers passing through and near the older part of the town,
while Cole Hill is an extensive tract of sandy upland, richly diver-
sified with pine woods, gorse, and heather, making a /fous ensemble as
beautiful as the choicest parts of the New Forest From Cole Hill,
Bournemouth, Christchurch Priory, the New Forest in all its extent,
the Isle of Wight, and the sea are in sight, the Needles often showing
up brilliantly in the sunlight. A mile south of the town, Canford
Manor, with its well-kept drives, lofty trees, and imposing mansion,
proclaims the ample means and cultured taste of Lord Wimborne,
the noble owner, and his accomplished wife. Kingston Lacy, in the
midst of a fine undulating park, rich in enormous elms—though
recent gales have played sad havoc among them—lies just west of the
town; it is remarkable for its lofty reception rooms, their walls gorgeous
with Spanish paintings among the finest in the kingdom ; the ceiling
of one of the principal rooms, taken from the Contarini Palace at
Venice, is a perfect art-treasure. An Obelisk from Phile stands in
the park. With the present mansion, or its predecessors on or near
the same site, many famous names have in the past been connected,
indeed tradition credits King Alfred with a lengthened stay here ;
his brother and immediate predecessor, King Ethelred, is buried in
Wimborne Church. James, the ambitious and intriguing Duke of
Ormond, resided at Kingston Lacy, and died there. The etymology
of Kingston attests its antiquity—Konig’s or King’s town. West
of Kingston Lacy extend the breezy downs of Badbury, with their
grand Romano-British Camp, having in the centre a large clump of
tall trees ; this remarkable earthwork is perhaps not greatly changed
since Romans first, and then Saxons held it. The camp, after all
the weathering of 1,500 years, remains perfect, and Dr. B. W.
Richardson, who visited it last September, was charmed with it. It
consist of a triple vallum and fosse ; the outermost of the latter is
1,738 yards in circuit. Here Edward the Elder posted his army
when Ethelwald seized and held Wimborne. Ethelwald, according
to the Saxon Chronicle, *‘ obstructed all the approaches to him, and
vowed that he would do one of two things—or there live or there
die. But, notwithstanding that oath of his, he stole away by night
and sought the army of the Danes and Mercians in Northumbria.”
North of Wimborne is * Gaunt’s House,” the seat of Sir Richard
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Glyn, a near relation of Lord Wolverton : the seat of the latter is at
Iwerne Minster, a few miles off ; then *Crichel,” that of Lord
Alington—a most popular man with a singular charm of manner ;
next, ¢ St. Giles’,”—that of the Earl of Shaftesbury, where the famous
Anthony Ashley Cooper was born ; and last, ¢ Cranborne,” memorable
for its connection with the Cecils ; the manor house was till recently
occupied by Mr. Cox, Lord Salisbury’s brother-in-law. The famous
Edward Stillingfleet was born at Cranborne. East of Wimborne
stretch immense heaths, at the commencement of them stands
“Uddens,” the residence of Lady Greathed. The commons round
““ Uddens ” are interesting to naturalists on account of their many
rare birds. Towards Ringwood, still farther to the east, the country
is wild and unenclosed, so that it is to all intents and purposes similar
to much of the New Forest, which it adjoins and in which it merges.
Truly a rich, smiling, lovely land, with all the best features of English
landscape—wood and heath, valley and hill, thick dust in summer
and bog in winter, gently rippling brooks and broad deep rivers, miles
without a house, still in its pristine solitude, the country as God
made it, not cursed by the intrusion of man and his wasteful and
wicked ways.

To do full justice to the beauties and antiquities of the district
would require an article of portentous length. Roman roads,
ruins, tumuli, and dykes abound in all directions. One of the most
singular of these relics of the past is Knowlton Church—a Saxon
edifice seven miles due north of the town, and surrounded by three
curious earthworks—in parts absolutely perfect. Then there is the
Castle Hill, at Cranborne, well worth a visit. Nor must Charborough
Park, between Wimborne and Bere-Regis, be omitted ; it is strikingly
beautiful, but to historical students the house is full of interest, and
the natural loveliness of its surroundings goes for little.  An inscrip-
tion, of the date of 1750, records that—

Under this roof in the year 1688, a set of patriotic gentlemen of this place
concocted the plan of the glorious Revolution with the Immortal King William, to
whom we owe our deliverance from popery and slavery, the expulsion of the tyrant
race of Stuarts, the restoration of our properties, establishment of our national
honour and wealth. Englishmen, remember this era and corsider that your
liberty, won by the virtues of your ancestors, must be maintained by yourselves.

A few miles beyond Charborough, Milton Abbas is reached,
famous as the birthplace of Cardinal Morton, some of whose relics,
such as a prie-dieu, are reverently kept at Whatcombe House, the
seat of Mr. J. C. Mansel-Pleydell, one of the most accomplished of
county magnates, and foremost in all good works, The m
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mansion of Whatcombe are gems, and the paintings which adom the
rooms are singularly fine.

But to return to the town. Wimborne is fortunate in possessing
a famous grammar school, with a respectable antiquity of three
hundred years, flourishing too and reviving, though it has of late been
outstripped by many competitors for public favour. The head
master, Mr. Eustace Fynes Clinton, is a ripe and accurate scholar,
and stood very high among the classics of his time at Cambridge.
He is assiduous in his work, and is assisted in the supervision of the
boarders, who number half the boys, by his wife, whose devotion to the
school and the interests of the forty or fifty lads living under her roof
and enjoying the benefit of her watchful care, are beyond all praise
Many day-boys come over from Bournemouth, Poole, and Blandford.
There is also in the town, in the new quarter, a ladies’ college for
girls of the upper classes ; it is conducted by three ladies of great
experience and competence, the Miss Prices, of Hughenden Hall, on
the south slope of Cole Hill, half a mile from the station. They
have a very beautiful house with accommodation for nearly fifty
boarders, expressly designed and built for a school of the first class,
and in the most perfect sanitary condition. The house is handsomely
furnished : perched on the side of the hill far above the fog and
damp of the lower ground, it looks over a wide expanse of smiling
and sunny parklike country.

Nothing gives a town a better tone than high-class schools, and
as long as Wimborne has its grammar school and its admirably-
conducted ladies’ college, it must be a centre of light and usefulness
over a wide area. Whether the former will ever reach 200 boys
is doubtful, for the competition of the wealthier endowed schools,
which are springing up in all directions and drawing upon the not
inexhaustible supplies of available material, is very keen. Ladies’
colleges are, fortunately for the principals of them, on a different
footing ; and the fashion of starting large endowed colleges is still in
its infancy. Wimborne, from its excellent railway service, is a capital
place for an upper class boarding school, so that the Wimborne
Ladies’ College has a brilliant future before it, and the principals,
assisted by a competent staff of masters and mistresses, bring the
highest educational advantages within reach of a large number of
families ; their success can hardly fail to be all that they can desire.

Curious that though Wimborne has grown very rapidly it has
been so greatly outstripped by Bournemouth that many of the
Wimborne tradespeople can recall the not very distant days when
they supplied with china, grocery, and other necessaries the
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obscure little town near the Bath Hotel, that now, in its maturity
has hundreds of shops, some of them on a huge scale, and which is
rapidly usurping to itself much of the custom of a wide area. The
number of houses at Bournemouth in September 1880 was 2,243,
with a rateable value of /113,651, while in September 1890 the
houses numbered 4,976, and the rateable value stood at £245,973—
a marvellous increase.

The antiquities of the neighbourhood of Wimborne are far from
exhausted, and, at the risk of being wearisome, I must deal with sti
another—the parish church of Canford. Ancient in a sense that
makes most ecclesiastical buildings of considerable antiquity modern
in comparison, the foundation goes back to Saxon times; it is
reverently and beautifully kept, and its freshness gives it an appearance
of youth that puzzles the visitor. In the south-east part of the churc
is a large room, once the Consistory Court, in which the vicar of the
Royal Peculiar of Canford heard divorce suits—perhaps fancied
himself among the greatest dignitaries on earth. The court-room
remains, indeed it is an integral part of the ancient building, but it
has not for a long time been used for such a purpose, and never will
again. The Manor House is an enormous range of stately buildings,
furnished and fitted up as only the country houses of the wealthier
nobility can be. Some portions of older edifices remain, among
them a vast gloomy kitchen with which the name of John of Gaunt
is associated ; it is curious and massive, and promises to last many
another century. Some treasures brought from Nineveh by Sir Austin
Henry Layard are kept in a special court, and the generous owner of
Canford allows anyone to inspect them.

Canford, though so rich and beautiful in timber, is at the be-
ginning of the sombre pine woods which stretch south, and in which
Bournemouth lies concealed : another example of the singularly varied
character of the country in the district of which Wimborne is the
centre.

Canford House or Manor has played a very momentous part in
the fortunes of the Primrose League, and indeed, unless I am in error,
I understood Lord Wimborne to say that it was here that this organ-
isation was founded ; Lady Wimborne has always worked untiringly
on behalf of the League, and her graceful and winning manners and
high principles eminently fit her to make it popular. Canford has also
long been a great centre of Conservative politics. Rumour recently
asserted that Lady Wimborne proposed attempting the revival, the
formation rather, of a Salon, which should play a great part in national

politics. The wealth of tha familu their connections and influence,
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and the fascinating manners of I.ady Wimborne, would have made
such a thing possible, and much might consequently have been done
for the Conservative and the Liberal Unionist cause. But I am not
sure that, when dispassionately examined, the disadvantages do not
outweigh the advantages ; there is such a thing as being too great,
and the excess of rank and wealth makes it peculiarly difficult to reach
even the middle classes, how much more then the poor and uncuit-
ured? The great live so far above the common herd of middle class
clergymen, retired officers, and other professional men, that in the
presence of a duke’s daughter, in whose veins flows the blood of John
Churchill of Blenheim, freedom of intercourse is scarcely possible ;
the obsequious suppliant for favour and notice does not show him-
self in his true colours ; he is tempted to say what he believes will
give pleasure, and feels cruel satisfaction in giving a secret stab to
some unlucky but less fortunate rival—in short he is selfishly intent
on trving to ingratiate himself rather than in advancing the cause he
is supposed to have at heart, so that the higher nobility, ignorant of
the competition obtaining in the middle classes, are peculiarly liable
to be imposed upon, and are easily deceived by the unblushing false-
hoods addressed to thém, and are unconsciously influenced by slanders
levelled at the most innocent ; these falsehoods and slanders any
equal would in a moment detect and he would understand the
motives actuating them. The first thing is to thoroughly know the
people whom one would influence and lead, because the only leader-
ship possible in these times has, unlike the authority of the master
over the servant or the officer over the private soldier, no real
power to back it up—it must bc a moral, an intellectual ascendency.
Those who have this natural aptitude, who while belonging to the
highest and most fortunate grades of society can yet on occasion
forget themselves, obtain the ascendency fairly and fully where the
keen play of wits is allowed free scope ; persons such as these, I say,
can make their influence felt far and wide, and can command the
allegiance of thousands and do their cause yeoman service, but of
these born leaders of mankind the number is very small.

Only the greatest knowledge of the world—the most brilliant
faculty of reading at a glance character and judging of motives, in
short an insight into human nature denied to all except a few of the
most gifted, would make it possible to successfully attempt a task
so difficult as forming and organising a large body of attached adhe-
rents, who would be faithful to their party, feeling all the while that
treachery to one another or to their cause would certainly be detected
by the keen, piercing eye of their chief. As for the opulent, they
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and artificial advantages; for example, it has nothing like the
Derwent Parade of Matlock, no splendid Promenade, Park, and
Pittville Gardens like Cheltenham, no Jephson Gardens like
Leamington, and no Pulteney Street and Royal Crescent like
Bath. But it can do without these attractions, for it is a singularly
handsome, clean, well-built place, with a light sandy soil, quickly
drying after rain, many imposing shops, and hundreds of fine villas,
to whose number constant additions are being made. Its pine woods
have long been its special feature, for the soil being dry and sandy
is not well adapted to carry deciduous timber of large size, but
pines grow splendidly, and many of the streets, especially on the
East Cliff, are well shaded and extremely pretty, and in places,
where the builders have not been too cnergetically at work, glens
and chines are found presenting a strikingly rural appearance,
totally unlike anything clse which I have ever seen in a town, so
that practically the place is unique. The Talbot Woods are said to
contain one million pine trees, and are among the glories of the
district. The rhododendrons, too, in June are very fine, and the
display of flowers magnificent. Branksome Chine is especially
famous for its gorgeousness in that pleasant month, and so is Lord
Malmesbury’s park, near Herne Station, which then attracts crowds
of visitors. l.ate in June the beauty and profusion of the rhodo-
dendrons would repay a special journey from l.ancashire or
Edinburgh. There is no more striking spectacle than to look from
some spot higher than common over a vast extent of rhododendrons
in full flower —countless millions of blossoms mecet the eye, and
from the broken character of the ground the effect is gorgeous, while
overhead stretches a vast canopy of lofty pines, towering into the
sunny sky. In another respect Bournemouth is remarkable : it is
in its long, narrow, well-cared-for public gardens, stretching for a
couple of miles on both banks of a littie stream to the sea. These
gardens are crossed by the main road not far from the Arcade,
near the foot of Richmond Hill, and are exceedingly attractive. On
summer evenings crowds of excursionists wander along them,
making their way to the pier, to which they lead. From the foot of
Richmond Hill the outlook is very beautiful, and visitors from the
north cannot help being charmed, although they must not expect to
find the sun always shining and the wind always still.

Hotels, lodging and boarding houses, and doctors abound—the
last have descended upon the town like wolves on the fold. This
year’s issue of the Medical Directory gives over eighty doctors in
practice among perhaps 30,000 people, a proportion equal to that
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of Leamington, Cheltenham, and Scarborough. One might ccn-
sequently fear that the district was unhealthy ; but never was there a
greater mistake, for there is considerably less sickness and the death-
rate is far lower than in most places of equal population. One can
only hope that when the town becomes a second Brighton, should
morc doctors not have in the meantime come to share in the spoil,
the patient and long-tried medicoes, who survive the disappointments
of years, will reap their reward. As I live in the immediate neigh-
bourhood of Bournemouth and often have patients to see in the
town, I can see that the local doctors form quite a little regiment—
armed at all points against all medical outsiders ; some, but not many,
are busy enough, most have simply to wait for better times-—that
i1s, more population. The approaching meeting of the British
Medical Association in July is expected to do great things for the
town,"and no doubt it will, and many more visitors and invalids will
be sent down, and probably there willalso, in consequence, be a further
influx of doctors desperate for fces and not sorry to settle in a place
so superior to any manufacturing or seaport town ; but whether the
doctors gain or not, the neighbourhood will profit by anything that
makes it more widely known.

The opening of the new pier at Boscombe, on Monday, July 29,
1889, was a very important event in the history of the district.
Boscombe is an extension of Bournemouth, half way between the
latter and Southbourne-on-Sea. Sixteen years ago it consisted of a
few huts and a couple of tiny shops—nothing besides ; and now, like
Washington, it is a city of magnificent distances, with milcs of broad,
handsome roads, hundreds of commodious houses, and building on
a colossal scale : indeed, I was assured on good authority that the
houses being put up at the time the pier was opened represented
over £150,000. Many of the roads are not built up, but in ten
years there will hardly be an unoccupied site, and the population will
have quadrupled. The distance from the middle of Bournemouth
was so considerable that it was thought desirable to build a pier and
to make good approaches to it, and a wild but picturesque chine was
selected. The pier has cost 412,000, and never was money more
judiciously laid out, never was work better done; while the spot
chosen has great natural and artificial advantages, and could hardly
be matched by anything in the neighbourhood.

The committee of management having decided to invite some
leading statesman 1o open the pier, they issued invitations to a
hundred of the foremost people in - = ° Tha Nunke of Argyll
consented to officiate,
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in Europe, might be made between the two piers, and that Boume-
mouth would then have attractions which no other English watering-
place could surpass, and which would put it in the first rank among the
health resorts of the world.

A complaint often urged against the South of England is that
class distinctions are even more accentuated than in the North—and
this is said to keep many people away. There is little truth in the
charge. Unfortunately English society is pre-eminently intolerant,
selfish, and narrow. What are our clergy doing not to tone down
these sharp and generally inexcusable distinctions, so unchristian and
cruel? True, the man of refinement and culture cannot with profit
associate with the coarse and ignorant, the man of broad, liberal
views with him whose horizon is bounded by the walls of his house
or town ; so much may be conceded. But distinctions are not less
pronounced in the North than in the South, and in both they
are carried to extremes that must make the very angels weep.
Class distinctions we must have; the rich cannot be on terms
of perfect equality with the poor, nor the great with the little, the
master with the servant, and the moral with the profligate ; but instead
of certain broad lines of demarcation which no one could object to
and which would rather weld society together and be a spur to
the worthy to rise, we have the middle classes divided not into
three or four, but into sixty grades—pride, pretension, haughty
arrogance everywhere, distinctions based on nothing rational, sharp
separations embittering life and cutting up society, or what in a
small provincial town like Bournemouth passes for society, into
narrow cliques hating and despising one another, scarcely recognising
one another as fellow-creatures, and even ready to deny that the
Great God and Father of all cares for and values all equally.

But Bournemouth i1s a health resort. For what diseases is it
good, when is it in season, and who should go thither? The best
answer is that it is always in season, and good in all complaints, and
in truth some visitors are always thcre, and invalids afflicted with
every complaint under the sun are welcome. Although described
as a winter resort, it is, like all other seaside places, pre-eminently a
summer favouritc. Easter and Whitsuntide, when mild, bring a good
many excursionists and visitors for a few days ; then there is a lull
June sees some stir, while in July it is often full ; but in August and
September it is crowded, and sometimes there is considerable dif-
ficulty in getting lodgings. In winter the place is very far from full,
especially in severe seasons like the past ; there are then no land or
sea excursions and not many amusements, compared with those of
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LIFE ON A SUGAR PLANTATION.

ARBADOS, the most easterly of the Lesser Antilles or Caribbean
islands, is one of the most highly cultivated spots on the
surface of the earth. It is about the size of the Isle of Wight, and
has been aptly described as a huge allotment garden, for the fields
are not large and there are no fences. The whole island is parcelled
out into small estates and still smaller holdings, nearly every acre is
cultivated, and, except in the immediate neighbourhood of dwellings,
little else is grown besides sugar-cane.

The three most prominent characteristics of Barbados, the
objects that meet you at every turn, are coral-rock, sugar-cane, and
“coloured ” people. The island is girt with coral-reefs and six-
sevenths of its whole surface consists of coral-rock, ancient reefs that
have been raised from time to time above the sea and now rise in
broad terraces or plateaux, tier above tier, to a height of 1,100 feet
above the sea-level. It is to the labours of the coral polypes in
bygone ages that Barbados owes its great fertility and its present
prosperity ; for the coral-rock everywhere supplies an excellent soil,
a deep red loam on the higher level, and a rich black earth on the
lower plains ; and it is only in the area which is not covered by this
rock that any barren tracts are found.

Sugar is king of Barbados, the whole commerce of the island
depends upon the cultivation of sugar-cane ; in summer time the
island is clothed in a mantle of bright green cane, in crop time the
fields are cut and the mills are at work, and every available cart,
mule and ox is engaged in drawing the cane from the fields to the
mills.

Last but by no means least, as a special growth of Barbados, are
the coloured folk, black and brown of various hues. Thcy are the
workmen and labourers of the colony, and consequently they form
the greater part of the population ; by their labour the cane is planted,
tended and finally cut; by them, under white suoérintendence, the
sugar and molasses are made, o*
are driven down to the cor
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are everywhere, and all of them are wanted when the crop is
gathered in.

To this green island let the reader imagine himself transported,
and driving out of Bridgetown along one of the white roads that lead
to the higher part of the country. The sun is very hot, though it is
. early in January, and its heat is tempered by the fresh trade wind.
We pass a continuous succession of cane-fields, and meet a nearly
continuous procession of carts and drays, drawn by mules and oxen,
and driven by lively black jarveys who are not too careful in getting
out of the way ; we pass through many villages or hamlets of the
small and airy cabins which are the habitations of the coloured folk,
and where the children seem as plentiful as rabbits in a warren. We
skirt and cross several of the curious ravines or gullies that traverse
the island, and though they are evidently watercourses they seldom
have any water in them, so porous is the coral-rock through which
the channels are cut. We climab several hills, the steepness of which
is mitigated by cuttings through the rock, cuttings that are often
picturesquely draped with ferns and festoons of creeping plants. At
length we ascend the last slope, and find ourselves on one of the
highest platcaux in the island, and in front of the house where the
writer spent most of his time in Barbados.

The house itself s a curious domicile, old and weather-beaten,
only one storey high, with a covered verandah in front which is
reached by a flight of steps. On one side is a garden, full of rose-
trees, rather wild and straggling, but blooming luxuriantly in the
winter sun. On the other side is the stable yard, overshadowed by
the spreading branches of a Barbadian fig-tree, a tree that has rather
small leaves and still smaller fruit, hard and uneatable ; but in this
climate shade is more needed than figs, and the tree was planted for
the shade it gives.

In front of the house stands the sturdy stonc-built windmill, the
motive power of the cane.crushing machinery. Beyond this is the
boiling-house, where the sugar is made, while the stalls for the oxen
and mules occupy another side of the open space round the mill.

The house and its surroundings may be regarded as a tropical
counterpart of an English farmyard ; but the agricultural operations,
and the people that perform them, are so different from those on an
English farm, that there is little to remind one of the latter, except
the familiar presence of fowls, turkeys, and guinea-hens.

The estate is not a large one, only 272 acres in extent, yet during
half the year no fewer than eighty people are permanently employed
uponit. All round the yard and house spread the open cane-fields,
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and not a cottage or cabin is in sight. Where, then, do all the people
live? The answer to this question will be found by walking through
the cane-field to the north of the house ; on the further side of this
the visitor finds himself on the brink of a vertical precipice, part of
the great escarpment in which the coral rock terminates, and which
encircles the only rough and rugged portion of the island.

The view from this cliff is exceedingly picturesque ; it drops in
sheer descent for about 6o feet, and at its foot is an irregular slope
formed of large masses of rock which have fallen from the cliff ; on
this ground the ‘“darkies ” have built their little cabins, which are
dotted about on and between the huge boulders half-hidden by the
broad leaves of plantains and bananas. Here and there rises the
bossy, dark-green foliage of a bread-fruit tree, while beyond, in pleas-
ing contrast, lie sloping fields of bright green sugar-cane on either side
of an open valley that leads to the sea.

A more pleasant and suitable site for a little hamlet could hardly
be imagined ; the great cliff affords a certain amount of shade from
the Southern sun, while the healthy trade wind can sweep freely into
the hollow, the fruit trees afford a supply of wholesome food, and
at the foot of the tumbled slope rises a spring of clear and sparkling
water.

We cannot leave the cliff without noting the more distant view
which it commands over the north-eastern part of the island. The
aspect of this is very different from the other portions, and it is
locally known as the Scotland district, because its system of hilly ridges
and valleys seemed to some early Scottish colonist to be a miniature
representation of the physical features of his native country. Bissex
Hill, rising to 966 feet above the sea, fills the middle distance, but
over its western shoulder a wider prospect opens of ridge beyond
ridge, cvery slope furrowed by little watercourses that lead into the
dividing valleys, the whole enclosed and dominated by the sweep of
a bold escarpment of coral rock, which is the continuation of that
on which we stand. Beyond the termination of this escarpment, as
well as over the top of the nearer hills, spreads the broad plain of the
Atlantic Ocean, reflecting the bright blue of the sky and sparkling in
the sunshine, except where the floating clouds are mirrored in dark
patches on its surface. The ocean ripples into the hazy distance,
where the water seems to mingle with the clouds, and it is only by
looking along the deep vista of the cloud-speckled sky that one can
rcalise how great that distance really is.

But it is tim= we returned to the yard where the coopers are bue-
putting together the hogsheads which are to hold the su«
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They are a merry and light-hearted crew, these black and brown
folk, and long may they continue so.

And what becomes of all the sugar and molasses that are the
ultimate results of this expenditure of time, labour, and money?
To my surprise, I found that comparatively little of the sugar comes to
England, the greater part of it is bought up for the American market—
partly because it is a nearer market, but chiefly because the American
merchants have a better system of payment than the English have.
The planters prefer selling to Americans because the sugar is so/d in
the island and paid for at once. The American merchants send
orders to their agents that they will buy under such and such a price,
so that the seller knows exactly what he will get for each consignment,
for the price is settled in the Bridgetown market.

The sugar sent to England is not sold in Bridgetown ; the planter
hands it over to a Barbadian merchant, who only gives him an
advance of so much per hogshead. The merchant then ships and
sells the sugar by auction in England, and at the end of ten or twelve
months a bill is sent to the planter giving an account of the sale, with
charges for freight, commission, &c., these being sometimes so great
that the balance is against the planter instead of in his favour.

I could not ascertain that there was any good reason why the
English sugar merchants should not adopt the same plan as the
American. The actual reason is probably that the merchants estab-
lished in Barbados discourage the plan because they act as middlemen
and get the extra profit which the planter ought to receive. The
control exercised by these local firms over many of the estates has
had very much to do with the depreciation in the value of the
estates. Money has often been advanced by the merchant firms on
the condition that the sugar made on the estate should be shipped
through them, and the planter then finds that the charge for freight
is about twice as much as he would have paid through other agents.

Nearly all the best sugar goes to America, in the state of uncrys-
tallised (muscovado) sugar, while most of that sent to England is
crystallised vacuum-pan sugar, and some of it is of inferior quality,
and sometimes coloured with substances which are more or less
deleterious ; but recently more muscovado has been sent.

A large number of the estates in Barbados arc owned by pro-
prietors who reside in England, and if these proprietors would enquire
into the system of selling their sugar, and insist on the American
plan, or some modification of it, they would certainly reap the benefit
and enhance the value of their estates. A case came ta mv know.
ledge in which an Eno!
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always be regarded as one of the greatest triumphs of a great artist,
is avowedly Dickensian. He is an acknowledged relation of *the
well-known family of the Skimpoles.” But the other characters are
scarcely less affined to other Dickens creations. Riding-master
John Veale and his wife and daughter are admirable studies after
the Dickens manner; so are Aunt Anne, for that matter, and
Beatrix Brent and Sir Richard Philliter. Nor is there any reason
why they should not be. Every young writer—and Mr. Pinero may
still fortunately be described as a young writer—finds that his mind
turns more decidedly towards some one great master than towards
another. Variation must be allowed for in every human compass;
in Mr. Pinero’s case the deflection is towards the genius of Dickens.
But in “Lady Bountiful,” more than in any other work of Mr. Pinero’s,
the influence of Dickens is as strongly felt in the very form of the
piece as in the characters that people it. It is so like selected
chapters of a novel that it compels us to admit that it would have
made a most excellent novel if only Mr. Pinero had chosen to carry
his conception out to its legitimate conclusion inthat form. It compels
us to assume that Mr. Pinero might have been one of the first of
novelists if he had not chosen to be one of the first of our dramatists.
But if “ Lady BRountiful ” would have made a very excellent novel,
it cannot be said to make a very excellent play— very excellent, that
is, for Mr. Pinero. We expect so much from him—and we have
happily earned the right to expect so much from him—that we grow
the more exacting. The first night of “Lady Bountiful” was a
memorable first night, but it was not a first night of complete satis-
faction. Being written by Mr. Pinero, ¢ Lady Bountiful ” is literature.
Being staged at the Garrick Theatre, it is as carefully mounted and
as carefully acted as a play could be. But the whole effect, at least
to some of us, was disappointing. Miss Kate Rorke appeared to be
almost as much oppressed as her audience by the puzzling inconse-
quentiality of a woman who is as perverse in her way as Hedda
Gabler. Her skill, her charm, her rare refinement of appreciation
seemcd to be hampered by a perplexity, by an uncertainty as to what
Camilla Brent really was, a perplexity and uncertainty which many
must share. Mr. Forbes Robertson had a freer hand, for the part of
Dennis Heron is a more straightforward part than that of Camilla ;
but it too is marked by such curious transitions, such sudden changes
as to make a consistent presentment difficult, if not impossible. I
must say that after Mr. Hare’s marvellous study, the piece of acting
which I remember with most pleasure is that of Miss Webs
small part of the servant Amelia. It is of coume -






Pages on Plays. 429

exceedingly interesting. I can read them and re-read them with
pleasure.

And if I find them fascinating to read, I find them s!ill mor.
fascinating when represented on the stage. I have only seen two of
Ibsen’s plays acted, *The Doll's House "—or “ Doll’s Home,” as it
should be called—and * Rosmersholm.” What I felt in seeing the
“ Doll's House ” acted—I am thinking, of course, of the acting of
Miss Achurch and her fellows at the Novelty Theatre—I1 felt again
in seeing “ Rosmersholm ” played by Mr. Benson and Miss Farr and
their companions. In both instances it seemed to me as if I were
not merely one of the audience, but one of the performers of tne
drama ; as if my place was somehow, invisibly, with those who were
working out the grim life-tragedies of Nora and Rebecca ; as if I
were not looking on at a play, but actually present at some serious
moment in the lives of persons whom 1 knew. The feeling is
difficult to define ; I have never felt it so strongly as in the case of
these two Ibsen plays. And the source of this feeling is to be found
in the play itself more than in its interpretation, for though ¢ Ros-
mersholm,” as a whole, was not played nearly as well as “ The Doll’s
House ” was played at the Novelty, it afforded me the same sense of
what I may perhaps call intimacy, of personal participation. I cannot
but think that the influence of Ibsenin this country must be pro-
ductive of good, if only because it has set people talking and, which
is better still, thinking. To those who are against Ibsen, as to those
who are for him, he may prove a blessing after all.

“ L.ady Barter” at the Princess’s was a failure, and deserved to be
a failure.  An idea which might have served successfully for a
vne-act play was wantonly and wearily spun out into three acts,
and a situation that promised well became intolerable thrcugh
repetition. I'or the greater part of its three acts *“ Lady Barter ” was
a duologue between Mrs. Langtry and Mr. Coghlan, and a duologue
that was really of little interest except to the persons concerned.
That Mrs. Langtry looked lovely and that she wore lovely frocks was,
of course, to be expected. But neither Mrs. Langtry’s beauty, nor
the serious study and honest acting which she devoted to a most
ungrateful part, could possibly save the piece.  How so clever a
man as Mr. Coghlan and so clever a woman as Mrs. Langtry ever
thought that there was a possible success in * Lady Barter ” passes
comprchension. But apparently they did think so, and they cer-
tainly were swiftly undeceived.
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1SS MACLEOD passed the newspaper to het nephew.
“Look at that,” she said. She had her finger on an
advertisement. He looked at it. This is what he read :

“ A clergyman, having a large family entirely dependent on him,
is compelled to sacrifice a unique set of apostle spoons. Twelve
large, twelve small, silver gilt, in handsome case. Being in urgent
want of money, a trifle will be accepted. Quite new. Would make
a handsome present. Approval willingly. Letters only, Pomona
Villa, Ladbroke Grove, W.”

“ What do you think of it ?” inquired the lady.

The Rev. Alan smoothed the papet with his hand.

“ Not much,” he ventured to remark.

“ Put on your hat and come with me. I'm going to buy them.”

“ My dear aunt ! ”

“ They will do for a wedding present for Clara Leach. Other
people can marry, if you can’t.”

The Rev. Alan sighed. He had been having a bad quarter of
an hour. He was a little, freckled, sandy-haired, short-sighted
man : one of those short-sighted men whose spectacles require
continually settling in their place on the bridge of the nose. Such
as he was, he was the only hope of an ancient race—the only male
hope, that is.

The Macleods of Pittenquhair predated the first of the Scottish
kings. Fortunately for themselves they postdated them as well

For a considerable portion of their hnstory, the memben of that
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The room was 2 good sized one, and was scantily farnished. One
striking piece of furniture, however, it did coatain, and that was a
grand piano. At the moment of their entrance the instrument stood
wide open, and at the keyboard was seated a young lady.

“1 am Miss Vesey,” she observed, without troubling herself to
rise as the visitors entered

Miss Macleod bowed. She appeared about to make some remark,
possibly with reference to the apostle spoons; but before she could
speak, Miss Vesey went on:

“That is my father you saw outside—the Rev. George Vesey.
He’s a dipsomaniac.”

Miss Macleod started, which, under the circumstances, was not
unnatural. Her nephew stared with all his eyes and spectacles.
Miss Vesey was a fine young woman, about nineteen years of age.

The most prominent feature in her really intellectual countenance
was a pair of large and radiant black eyes.

“I'm engaged in his cure,” she added.

“I have called,” remarked Miss Macleod, perhaps deeming it
wiser to ignore the young lady’s candid allusion to her father'’s weak-
ness, ‘“with reference to an advertisement about some apostle
spoons.”

Miss Vesey, still seated on the music-stool, clasped her hards
behind her head.

*Oh, that’s one of his swindles,” she said.

“ One of his swindles ! ” echoed Miss Macleod.

“ He's agent for a Birmingham firm. He finds it a good dodge to
put in advertisements like that. [Each person who buys thinks she
gets the only set he has to sell ; but he sells dozens every week. It's
drink has brought him to it. But I'm engaged in curing him all
round. The worst of it is that when I begin to cure him, he runs
away. He was just going to run away when you came to the gate.”

“If what you say is correct,” said Miss Macleod grimly, “I
should say the case was incurable—save by the police.”

« Ah, that’s because you don’t understand my means of cure : I'm
a magician.”

¢ A magician !”

There was a pause. Miss Macleod eyed Miss Vesey keenly,
Miss Vesey returning the compliment by eyeing her.

Miss Macleod was a woman of the day. Openly expressing un-
belicf in all the faiths that are old, she was continually on the look-out
for a faith that was new. She had tried spiritualism and theosophy.

She had sworn by all sorts of rogues and huhugr—unt the. found
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them out to be rogues and humbugs, which, to her credit be it said,
it did not take ber long to do. Just at that moment she was without
a fetish. So that when Miss Vesey calmly announced that she was a
magician, she did not do what, for instance, that very much more
weak-minded person than herself, her nephew, would have done—she
did not promptly laugh her to scorn.

“What do you mean by saying you’re a magician?” she
inquired.

“ I mean what I say. I have my magic here.”

Miss Perry laid her hand on the piano.

“ I suppose you mean that you're a fine pianist.”

‘“ More than that. With my musicI can do with men and women
what I will. I can drive the desire for drink out of my father for
days together ; I can make him keep sober against his will.”

Miss Macleod turned towards her nephew.

“ This is my nephew. Exercise your power upon him.”

“ Aunt ! ” cried the Rev. Alan.

Miss Vesey laughed.

“ Shall I?"” she asked.

“ You have my permission. You say you can do with men and
women what you will. He will be a rich man one of these fine days.
Make him marry you.”

The curate’s distress was piteous.

“ Aunt ! Have you any sense of shame?”

‘““ Suppose I try,” observed Miss Vesey, her face alive with
laughter, ¢ I'm sure I'm poor enough, and I'm already connected
with the clergy.”

“ Aunt, I entreat you, come away. If you will not come, then
I must go alone. I cannot stay to see the Church insulted.”

Miss Macleod turned to Miss Vesey.

“ Will you let him go?”

‘“ Certainly not,” laughed the young lady. “ If only to pay him
out for being so ungallant.”

The Rev. Alan—literally—wrung his hands.

“ This—this is intolerable. Aunt, it is impossible for me to stay.
You—you’ll find me there when you get home.”

The Rev. Alan, in a state of quite indescribable confusion, turned
towards the door. But before he could move a step, Miss Vesey
struck a chord on the piano.

“ Stay | ” she said.

The curate seemed to hesitate for a moment, then turned to her
again, He secemed to be wnder the impressiop that he owed an
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apology to the pianist. * I—I must apologise for—for my seeming
rudeness. I know that my—my aunt only meant what she said as—
as a joke ; but, at the same time, my respect for my sacred office "—
at this point the little man drew himself up—* compels me, after
what has passed, to go.”

Miss Vesey struck a second chord.

“ Stay ! ” she said again.

Before the agitated believer in the propriety of the unmarried
state for clergymen could say her yea or nay, she cast her spells—and
her hands—upon the keyboard of the instrument, so that it burst out
into a concourse of sweet sounds. The Rev. Alan was, in his way,
a born musician. The only dissipation he allowed himself was
music. The soul of the mean-looking, wrong-headed little man was
attuned to harmony. Good music had on him the effect which
Orpheus with his lute had on more stubborn materials than curates
—it bewitched him. Miss Vesey had not played ten seconds before
he realised that here was a dispenser of the food which his scul loved
—a mistress of melody. What it was she played he did not know—
it seemed to him an improvisation. He stood listening—entranced.
Suddenly the musician’s mood changed. The notes of triumph
ceased, and there came instead a strain of languorous music which
set all the curate’s pulses throbbing.

“ Come here!”

Miss Vesey whispered. The curate settled his spectacles upon
his nose. He looked around him as though he were not sure that he
had heard aright. And the command was uttered in such half-tones that
he might be excused for supposingthat his ears had played him false,

““ Come here ! ”

The command again. Again the Rev. Alan settled his spectacles
upon his nose. He gazed at the musician as if still in doubt.

¢« ]—I beg your pardon? Did—did you speak to me ?”

“ Come here!”

A third time the command—this time clearer and louder too. As
if unconsciously he advanced towards the pianist, hat in one hand,
handkerchief in another, his whole bearing eloquent of a state of
mental indecision. He went quite close to her—so close that there
would be no excuse for saying that he could not hear her if she
whispered again.

Again the musician’s theme was changed. The languorous melody
faded. There came a succession of wild sounds, as of souls in pain.
The curate’s organisation was a sensitive one—the cries were almost

more than he could bear.
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which his aunt had marched him from Cadogan Place, the extra-
ordinary manner of his reception at Pomona Villa, the still more
extraordinary things which had happened to him since he had got
inside ; all these, put together, were quite enough to make him un-
certain as to whether he were standing on his head or his heels.
And then, for him, a staunch believer in the theory, and the practice,
of the celibate priest, to have such language addressed to him, after
five minutes’ acquaintance, by a total stranger ! and such a pianist !
and a fine young woman ! No wonder the Rev. Alan put his hand
up to his head under the impression that that portion of his frame
was leaving him.

“If you do not marry me,” continued this extraordinary young
woman, in tones which harrowed his heart—and yet which were not
so harrowing as her music, by a very great deal, “ I shall die before
your eyes.”

The Rev. Alan still had his hand to his head. He looked round
him with bewildered, short-sighted eyes. Curiously enough his aunt
still had her face turned in the opposite direction.

“J]—I'm sure——" he stammered.
“Of what ?”

“I—1I shall be happy—"

“ Happy!”

The music ceased, and that for the sufficiently good reason that
the pianist rose from her seat and flung her arms about the curate’s
neck. He said something, but what it was was lost in the ample
expanses of Miss Vesey’s breast.

“ Madam,” she cried, addressing Miss Maclcod, ‘“your nephew
has promised to marry me ! He has said that he will be happy.”

Miss Macleod, who did not happen just then to be looking in the
opposite direction, smiled grimly. Owing to the peculiarity of her
physical configuration everything about her was grim —even her smile.

“I am glad to hear it,” she observed.

The Rev. Alan struggled himself free from the lady’s powerful
embrace. His distress was tragic in its intensity,

“ This—this is some extraordinary——"

““ Happiness ! ” cried the lady, and again she clasped him in her
arms. “ Your happiness is mine! It has been my life-long dream
to be married to a clergyman ; is not my father one already?”

At that moment the father referred to entered the room.

““What’s this?” he cried, as a father naturally would cry on
seeing his daughter with a stranger in her arms.

The young lady, however, promplly rehened bis wind.
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have remembered that none of the curates ever was half so cocksure
about that kind of thing as the Rev. Alan. But then, she was
$0 anxious to lend him a hand in anything.

“ An error owned is half atoned.”

He meant this for a little pleasantry—but he .was an awkward
man, even when he trifled. He hesitated. He was conscious that
he had come for assistance in a matter quite as delicate as anything
which appertained to church government.

“Miss Bayley.” He cleared his throat. “I—I have an aunt.”
The abashed Miss Bayley signified that she had heard him mention
that fact before—which she had, about half a dozen times a day.
‘“She is not one of us.” Miss Bayley sighed ; she felt that she was
expected to sigh. ‘She is of the world, worldly. Her thoughts
are fixed on temporalities. Being possessed of great riches, to which
I am the natural heir, the continual desire of her life is that I—I
should marry.”

The Rev. Alan stammered a little at the end. Miss Bayley per-
ceptibly started. That was the continual desire of her life too.
She wondered if it was going to be gratified at last.

 That you should marry? Oh, Mr. Macleod!”

“I need not tell you that, in such a matter, her desire would
nct weigh with me in the least. The true priest is celibate.”

Miss Bayley’s heart fluttered—she did not go with him so far as that.

“ But—if she were to disinherit you?”

“Do you know me so little as that? Nothing would please me
better than that she should.”

He clasped his hands in a kind of ecstasy. The lady, whose
father was the parish doctor, and who knew what it was to have to
dress on nothing a year, was almost tempted to think that the curate
was a fool. But as she could scarcely express the thought aloud,
she was wise enough to hold her peace. The gentleman went on
rather awkwardly. The travelling was getting difficult, in fact.

“ To—eh—such lengths has—eh—she—she--allowed her desire
to—eh—carry her, that—eh—it—it has resulted in—eh—involving
me in—eh—complications of an excessively disagreeable kind.”

Miss Bayley’s imagination realised the worst at once.

“ Are you engaged ?” she cried.

“She—she says I am.”
““She says you are!” The lady was on the verge of tears—the

blow was sudden. “ Mr. Macleod, I have something which I have

to do upstairs.”
She felt that if she stayed in the room the wighy dingrace herself
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kissed her glove to him so long as she was in sight. He stood
watching them till they were round thc bend in the road, then he
re-entered the doctor’s house.

This time he passed through the back door, straight mto the
kitchen. ¢ Lauk, sir!” cried the maid-of-all-work; “ who'd a
thought of seeing you?”

The Rev. Alan addressed her in a fever of excitement.

“ Tell Miss Ellen I must speak to her at once.”

He went into the parlour, and the maid of all work went upstairs.
Presently she returned with a message.

“If you please, sir, Miss Ellen's compliments, and she’s got a
headache.” '

Mr. Macleod was pacing up and down the room, very much in
the manner of the carnivora about feeding time at the Zoo.

‘“ A headache !”

He took his note-book from his pocket. Tearing out a page he
scribbled on it these two or three strongly worded lines.

“I entreat you to see me, if you ever called yourself my friend.
It is a matter of life or death ; almost, I would venture to say, of
heaven or hell.—A. M.”

The maid of all work bore these winged words above. The
result was presently visible in the form of the lady herself. She
entered with the air of a martyr, conscious of her crown.

“You are my priest. 1 have come.”

“Itis not as a priest I have summoned you, Ellen, but as a
friend.”

The use of the christian name was perhaps unintentional, but the
lady marked her sense of the familiarity at once.

“Sir!”

Her lip curled, possibly with scorn. His answer was sufficiently
startling. “Ellen, I entreat you to be my wife.”

“Your wife, Mr. Maclecod! Are you mad?”

“I am—nearly! I shall be quite if you don’t accede to my
request at once.”

“I think you are mad now. How dare you insult me ! when
from my bedroom window I just saw you kissing that creature in the
street.” _

“T kissed her ! She kissed me.”

“It’s the same thing,” |

“It's not!” Which was true enough—it was a different thi
eutirely, * Ellen, can you not see that I was never more i~

in my life, If you do not masry me, something -tel
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3. ‘The same variety, in their third year of growth, yielded
269 1bs. per acre.

3. Assam hybrid variety yielded in their seventh year
393 Ibs. per acre.

The price obtained was also very exceptionally high, but need not
here be quoted, except generally to show that quantity was not
obtained at the expense of quality. Nor do I think this gives much
criterion for or against its continuance. A certain tea hits off the
popular taste for the moment, fetches a high price, but is, or may be,
discarded next season in favour of a newer brand. Only the other
day (October, 1890) I read the following :

“In these days of cheap tea, it is interesting to know that the
choicest products of Eastern gardens still realise high prices. The
sensation of last week’s London tea market was the sale of a parcel
of newly-imported tea from the Estate, Ceylon, which was
‘ knocked-down’ at Mincing Lane to the firm of William Ford and
Sons, Leith, at the extraordinary price of 3os. 64. per 1b.” !

But such fancy prices possess no charms except for the compilers
of those wonderful pieces of fugitive literature, prospectuses. They
are too fragile for everyday wear. What is required is a good all-
round price for tea raised at the cheapest rate compatible with fair
treatment, and large quantity will never make up for deficiency in
quality.

Travancore and Tinnevelly, which together occupy the southem
extremity of the Indian Peninsula, are aiready well-known to Ceylon
planters as the cradle whence they have been accustomed to derive
their supplies of labour, and they have now obtained a more practical
share of their attention by the occupation of the hills which form
their dividing boundary. These hills receive the rains brought by
the wind-driven clouds from both the coasts of India, and to this
must be attributed the large yields I have noted—periodical moisture
being necessary to bring out the periodical “flushes” of leaves. To
this regular distribution of the annual rainfall is attributable the
immunity from fever which prevails in the forests farther north,
which are dry for seven months of the year, and subject to a tre-
mendous rainfall—some 150 inches or thereby—in the remaining
five ; and seeing that the price paid for native labour is four annas
(6d.) per day per man, without rations or other allowances, we may
expect tea to be here produced at a less cost than that calculated for
Ceylon, as the area dealt with is more extended.

! Even this price has been more recently very largely exceeded.
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those of antiquity and medizvalism. Napoleon I. took, it is said,
a comet which appeared at his birth as his protecting genie, and, a>
we have seen, but a few decades ago an English medical practitioner
of standing seriously entertained the opinion that comets exercised a
baneful effect on the health of men and animals ; and even at the
present day a peculiar excellence is supposed to attach to vintages of
a ‘“‘cometyear.” But of all the curious effects for which comets have
been held responsible perhaps the most singular is one pointed out
by a correspondent of the Gentleman’s Magasine of November 1813
This gentleman, after analysing the events which followed the
appearance of a comet two years previously, arrived at the con-
clusion that it exercised a remarkable fecundative influence on the
human subject, an extraordinary number of twins and many
triplets having been born in and about the metropolis (why London
was particularly favoured does not appear). A shoemaker’s wife in
Whitechapel had four children at a birth, who lived to receive in
baptism the names of Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John.

In 1853 a priest in Russian Poland assembled his flock to show
them a comet in the south-east, standing apparently directly over
Constantinople. This star, he said, was the same which guided the
Magi at the Epiphany. Itsappearance was the signal for the Russian
eagle to spread out its wings and embrace all mankind in one
orthodox faith, and the dull light of the nucleus indicated its sorrow
at the delay of the army of the Czar in proceeding to its destination
on the shores of the Bosphorus. Possibly this priest may have been
drawing on the credulity of his hearers, but it is certain that this
comct was regarded .n many parts of Europe as a messenger of
coming troubles. And it must be admitted that, in this instance,
subscquent events secmed to justify the forebodings, though no such
calamitics followed the much more brilliant comet of 1858.  From
a passage in Milne’s “Jl.ife in China” it appears that a comet is
looked upon in that country as a warlike augury, denoting invasion
from the quarter where it first appears. This is remarkable, as in
China careful astronomical observations have been carried on
continuously for thousands of years, and it is to the ancient records
of that nation that we are indebted for the only reliable accounts of
comets in early times.

Altogether, the history of comets presents an interesting example
of the persistence of what may perhaps be regarded as an instinctive
sentiment of the human mind in the face of the dictates of rational
philosophy, religion, and common sense.

FRANCIS HENRY BAKER.
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and action run into well-defined channels, and to comprehend the
method of his madness. He may not be one to win cordial sym-
pathy or command unreserved admiration, though Stendhalian
fanatics are to be found in France ; but he is assuredly a most striking
personality, and forcibly enthrals the attention in much the same
way as the portrait of some medizval Italian, self-centred and pas-
sionate, anything but regular in feature, nay, almost repulsive, yet
fascinating by his lambency of eye and enigmatic smile.

In every age men are to be found who are out of harmony with
their environment, born out of due time, alien to their fatherland
Examples of precursors and survivals are sufficiently frequent, and
the case of the delicate and cultured who have shrunk from con-
temporary civilisation, and in the seclusion of their *ivory tower”
have loved to live in thought as men of some supposedly more ideal
epoch, is almost a commonplace. Stendhal is one of these victims
of nostalgia ; but his malady is a complicated one, inasmuch as he is
no simple Romanticist or Hellenist who imaginatively finds a fuller
and more sympathetic existence in an abstract and unhistorical
medizval Europe or ancient Greece. Cosmopolitan were the best
term for him ; but cosmopolitan in a restricted sense, as limited by
certain strong instincts and prejudices, necessarily narrow in pro-
portion to their intensity. Idolising force and energy and power of
will as completely as Balzac, and finding in passion the sole inspirer of
all that is good in art and life, an age or nation attracts or repels
him according to the presence or absence of his favourite qualities.
Stendhal’s fixed idea is hatred of France and of what Sterne called
‘“the eternal platitude,” the *“little vanity and no onginality at
all,” of the French character, and intense love of Italy, ¢ where
men feel rather than reason, enjoy rather than judge, live for their
hearts and not their wits, where reverie is not rare and vanity is
unknown, and no one cares to imitate his neighbours or to act solely
with an eye to the opinion of others.” To travel in Italy and to
read English books he declares to be necessary for happiness, and
‘““a man’s true country is that in which he meets the most people
like him in character.” He may revert with delight to the Italian
Renaissance and the iron times which preceded it, and amuse his
leisure hours by searching in forgotten manuscripts and chronicles for
tragic stories telling of sombre energy and frenzied love, yet he is
well content to be an Italian of the decadence, and ingloriously while
away ennui by the morning study of Correggio and Guido and by the
melodies and society conversations in the evening at the opera. It
might be that those deliciously thrilling days were gone when
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‘Taine, he regarded good and evil as mechanical products equally
interesting to the impartial spectator, and he would abruptly end an
argument by signifying that agreement between different natures was
impossible: “ You are a rat, I am a cat,” or, “\We are both right,
for there is no such thing as ethics, and our physical natures are
different.” As a child of the eighteenth century, his scepticism caused
him no hesitation or pain, and this robust, audacious epicurean was
proof against any discomforting pessimism. Altruism, self-sacrifice,
renunciation, duty, were words which had no meaning for Stendhal
He considered all philosophic systems as so many more or less
obscure romances addressed to youth, the delusive charm of which
soon faded on a clearer perception of the realities of life. He had
decided that there were only two sciences, of which the first was the
knowledge of the veritable motives of men’s actions ; and since,
according to Stendhal, La Rochefoucauld, and Macchiavelli, men’s
actions are directed solely by self-interest, and all ostensible motives
are merely so many hypocrisies and falsehoods, youth would find in
Helvetius a sufficient master in the art of detecting real motives and
escaping the calamity of being duped. The second branch of true
science consisted in what Stendhal termed Logic, the importance of
which it was his way to inculcate and emphasize by placing in his
pronunciation an interval between the syllables. This Lo...gic was
the art of avoiding false steps in the pursuit of happiness, happiness
being the natural end and aim of man. If happiness could not be
obtained, then one must put up with pleasure; just as, in the place
of the ideal love he craved and thought his due, he contented him-
self with the vicious idylls complacently detailed in the early diaries.
In any case, happiness must be the object; and, after his many
investigations of the principle of the ridiculous, he declared at length
that the real cause of laughter and ridicule consisted in the spectacle
of a man who made a mistake in his progress to his object—that is to
say, his happiness. To speak of a man’s natural character was to
speak of his habitual manner of seeking happiness; but Stendhal
was of opinion that vanity rarely allows the Frenchman’s real nature
to pierce through the thick crust of social and moral conventions.
The epicurean Stendhal greatly admired his own ardent soul—
fiery and passionate, yet tender and melancholy as that of a St
Preux—his sensibility and power to shed tears of tenderness, his
“ excessive delicacy, which the inflection of a word or an impercep-
tible gesture raises to the height of happiness or plunges to the depths
of despair.” He rightly deemed such a character to be out of place
in society ; indeed, what society was worthy of one who could cry






478 The Gentleman's Magasine.

in one’s manifest superiority to one’s acquaintances, expressed
impatience and scorn for mediocrity, wit which stings and wounds
susceptibilities, which creates few friends and many enemies, and an
ill-concealed contempt for all that seemed to bear the stamp of
hypocrisy, are hardly calculated to make their possessor an eagerly
sought member of salons. His mingled natural timidity and artificial
audacity, his abrupt passages from a profound melancholy to mad
gaiety and ridiculous buffoonery, dismayed and puzzled the women
whom it was his object to conciliate. He affected the tone of the
profligate and blasé man of the world, and was surprised and dis-
gusted that he was taken at his word. He laments his inability to
please those whom it is his wish to please, in spite of his pre-
conceived rules of conduct to shower praise and charm by eulogy, or
to maintain a discreet silence—the “ silence of happiness "—or only
to employ his wit to the least possible amount, as a sort of ticket of
entry. And so he philandered through life, subduing women, as he
supposed, by the brilliancy of his flashing eye and by the grace of
his well-shaped hands, of which he was as proud as Balzac was of
his ; uneasy and restless when he felt that a cherished passion was
rcaching its end and verging on indifference ; delighting again to feel
the first tremor of some new devotion, which proved to him that his
heart was not so dead and callous as he feared. And to this con-
tinual theme of love all his other delights were subservient, each
helping to intensify the ruling passion, each owing its charm to its
connection with love. His diaries are a daily record of his tempera-
ture in the matter of love ; his lives of Rossini, Mozart, and Haydn
sprang from the double pleasure which the Italian Opera of his day
could afford him, the pleasure of the conversation in the boxes, and
the pleasure arising from music which was the handmaid of love
The silent listening to the plaintive and dreamy recitatives of Paisiello
and Cimaroso was entrancing, precisely because the sensations aroused
by the airs were akin to his remembrances or hopes of love, sweetly
leading the imagination to the conception of the charming illusions
of love, inspiring tenderness, inducing sweet reveries, consoling in
hours of despair.  “ When music transports me into exalted thoughts
on the subject which occupies me, I consider that music, no matter
of what sort, to be excellent.” In other words, music was the food
of love to him as to Shakespeare’s Duke of Illyria. ° Italy was his
pays d’élection simply because, from the nature of its climate and
from the enforced absence of all politics, its inhabitants found their
sole occupation in love-intrigue. That Italy should have no authors
like Montesquicu or Bentham, that there should be no esprit in
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hateful and the most delightful to him. Julian hates his father as
being a fool ; Stendhal can find no reproach sufficiently strong for
his own father, who had actually dared to lose his fortune in the
whirl of politics and thus defraud him of the social advantages of
wealth. To Stendhal as to Julian the idea of religion is inseparably
connected in his mind with that of hypocrisy and the hope of money-
making, or at most is inspired by the pexr de l'enfer ; nay, in his
youth he had devoted himself to the study of mathematics, because
in mathematics alone of all branches of knowledge he found no taint
of hypocrisy. Throughout the novel Stendhal contrasts himself, as
Juliar, with the French character according to his analysis. Julian
is ardent, passionate, energetic, and imaginative, and thus prone to
regard the world through an exaggerating medium ; habitually im-
prudent, enthusiastic, and self-forgetful ; utterly eccentric and care-
lessly defiant of the conventional. But the detested French are cold,

hard, full of common sense, and conventional ; avoid eccentricity and
dread ridicule ; are fatuous and governed entirely by vanity, self love,

and money—that is to say, possess the qualities which are the pet

aversions of Stendhal. This French character, so odious to him as

being the antithesis of his own temperament, had been typified and

idealised by Racine. This was cnough to make Stendhal the

precursor of Romanticism by his pamphlet ““ Racine et Shakespeare,”

for in attacking the conventions of the French stage he was delightedly

exposing the lack of passion in his countrymen, their moderation

and dislike of excess.

Julian is born in a provincial French town, where the “ tyranny of
public opinion is as &éfe as in the little towns of the United States,”
and money-making is the sole object of life. A “soul of fire,”
dowered with “a bilious temperament, fashioned to feel injury and
hate profoundly,” and conscious that he is exceptional and supetior
to other men, he finds himself debarred from the prizes of life by a
mean parentage, and hates accordingly the fools who owe their posi-
tion to the accident of birth. As a boy, his only books are Rousseau'’s
«« Confessions,”’ the bulletins of Napoleon’s army, and the ¢ Memorial
of St. Helena”; all others he regards as organised lies written by
rogues to secure advancement. But all hopes of a military career
are at an end now that the Legitimists have succeeded to Napoleon,
and he is forced torelinquish the heroic dreams of his childhood and
direct his self-seeking towards the then fashionable priesthood, un-
scrupulous as one who considers hypocrisy and religion as synonymous.
Hypocrisy is the sole arm of the weak, and Julian considers it his
duty to become a consummate hypocrite in order to match and baﬂig
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Eugene Sue, in his once-famous romance * The Mysteries of
Paris,” which, I suppose, would nowadays be considered deficient in
interest by the public which patronises “ The Shilling Shocker,” pro-
posed that deprivation of sight should be substituted for the penalty
of death. Had his suggestion been adopted, persons born blind, or
rendered blind by accident or disease, would have been obliged, to
distinguish themselves from malefactors, to have secured a certificate
of character similar to that of the Arabian grammarian Zamakhschair,
who died in 1444. Having had one of his feet frozen while travel-
ling in the Kharasm, he always carried about him an attestation of
the fact, signed by numerous celebrated personages, that he might
not be suspected of having had it amputated in punishment for some
offence.

The heads of criminals, as is well known, were exposed after
death for a more or less considerable period according to the nature
of the crime or their rank and influence. Old London Bridge, the
City gates, and Temple Bar enjoyed a sad pre-eminence in this
respect. The head of Councillor Layer, a Jacobite, executed for
treason in 1722, was exhibited on Temple Bar, until replaced in 1746
by the heads of two gentlemen, Francis Townley and George Fletcher,
who had joined the army of Prince Charles Edward. These re-
mained until 1772, when one of them fell down, and the other was
shortly afterwards dislodged during a gale. Dare I repeat the
familiar anecdote of Johnson and Goldsmith? The former, who
made no secret of his Jacobite proclivities, had quoted to Goldsmith,
among the poets’ memorials in Westminster Abbey, the line from
Ovid: Forsitan et nostrum nomen miscebitur istis,
and when, on their homeward way, they passed under Temple Bar
with its grisly trophies, Goldsmith happily repeated the quotation :

Forsitan et nostrum nomen miscebitur #s/ss.

In 1326, Hugh Spenser, the favourite of Edward II., having been
put to death at Bristol, his head was sent to London, and his body,
divided into four quarters, to the four chief towns of England.

The heads of the Flemish patriots, Counts von Horn and von
Egmont, whose execution at Brussels in 1568 has been so powerfully
described by Mr. Motley, were placed in basins and exposed for two
hours. ,

A stirring story is told by Agrippa D’Aubigné, in his lively
“ Mémoires.” He was passing with his father, who had been
implicated in the Huguenot “Conspiracy of Amboise” against
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and more than once, as they could bear it, upon the frame, the
Commissioners sitting at their side and repeating their questions in
the intervals of the winding of the winch.

In 1605 James I. ordered Guido Fawkes to be put to the rack,
and it seems he was tortured with exceptional severity. In the
following year Owen, a confederate of the Jesuit Garnet, was tortured
by being fastened by his thumbs to a beam above his head. The
agony was so great that, fearing a repetition of the torture, he com-
mitted suicide on the following day. The would-be reformer,
Edmund Peacham, in 1614, was “put to the manacles ” by order of
the Council. In January 1622 a servant to one Mr. Byng, a lawyer,
was stretched upon the rack for saying ‘‘that there would be a
rebellion.” It was threatened in the case of Felton, the Duke of
Buckingham’s murderer ; but Charles 1., being unwilling to have
recourse, like his predecessors, to the royal prerogative, ordered the
judges to be consulted whether the torture was authorised by law,
and they returned an unanimous answer in thc negative.

The last case in England was that of John Archer, who had been
concerned in a riot in Southwark, and was put on the rack on
May 21, 1640.

Other instruments of torture which I may mention here are the
Scavenger’s (Skevington’s) Daughter, so named from its inventor, Sir
William Skevington, Licutenant of the Tower, zemp. Henry VIII. ;
and the Thumbscrew, or Thumbikins, which compressed the thumb
between two iron bars forced together by means of a screw. The
last person who underwent this infliction was Principal Carstairs,
before the Scotch Privy Council in 1685. After the ¢ Glorious Re-
volution” of 1688, the Council presented the instrument to him as
a pleasant souvenir, and he had the honour of exhibiting it to
William III. The king expressed a desire to test its powers, and,
inserting his thumb, bade Carstairs turn the screw ; but at the third
wrench he exclaimed, * Hold, hold, Doctor! Another turn would
make me confess anything !” Much more horrible, however, was
the torture of ‘the Boots,” as applied after the Restoration to the
Scotch Covenanters. Four pieces of board were nailed together so
as to fit the victim’s leg ; and wedges were then driven in until the
victim confessed or swooned. Sometimes the leg was inserted in a
cylinder of iron. \Wonderful as is the fertility of invention which
men have brought to bear on the torturing, maiming, and slaying of
their fellow-me, still more wonderful is the fortitude, the constancy,
and the courage with which their victims have endured the warst
they could devise !
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wretched woman’s feet, just as horse-shoes are fastened. But the
widow was keen-witted ; as soon as her wounds permitted her to set
forth, she betook herself to Edinburgh, and obtaining admission to
the presence of James I, informed him of the cruel treatment she
had undergone. The King, justly angry, ordered the arrest of
MacDonald and of twelve of his principal adherents, and caused
iron soles to be nailed on to their feet. Thus equipped, they were
exposed to the public for three days, and afterwards executed.

We have not yet, however, reached what I may call ¢4 madir of
human cruelty. Perhaps it was touched by the men who invented
the tortures accumulated upon Balthazar Gerard—the fanatic who
murdered William the Silent at Delft, on July 10, 1584. Here is
Brantome's description of the wretch'’s sufferings :

First, he was subjected to the ordinary and extraordinary torture
with great severity, but no word could be extorted from him, except
that he persisted in his original statement. Then, for a period of
eighteen days, *“ i/ fut martyrisé trés cruellement.” On the first day he
was conveyed to the place of execution, when the arm with which he
had dealt his murderous stroke was inserted in a cauldron full of boil-
ing oil. On the following day this arm was amputated, and he inces-
santly propelled it with his foot from end to end of the scaffold. On
the third day the pincers were applied to his breasts and the front
part of his arms, tearing off the flesh ; and next day, to the arms
behind and to the buttocks. And thus, for eighteen days consecu-
tively, was he tortured, enduring his agonies with the greatest con-
stancy. The sharpest of all, however, was when he was bound to a
stake in the middle of the public place, and cartloads of fuel being
piled all around him and ignited, he was wreathed with flames and
partly roasted, so that his fortitude gave way, and he broke into loud
cries; whereupon he was removed and carried back to prison.
Finally, he was put upon the wheel, but only his arms and legs were
broken, in order to prolong his sufferings ; he lingered for upwards
of six hours, begging for a little water to wet his parched lips ; but
no one durst give him any. At last, the officer in charge was soli-
cited to have him strangled lest he should begin to blaspheme, and
so his soul be lost. ‘T'he executioner therefore approached him, and
asked him how he fared. ¢ As well as you have permitted me,” was
his answer. But when the rope was made ready for his neck he
raised himself up, and as apprehending his end, which, as several
observed, he hitherto had not done, he said to the executioner, “ Ha!
leave me! Would you torture me yet again? Let me die as I am.”
And having been strangled, he gave up the ghost.
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issued in 1670 for the regulation of the formalities to be observed
when an accused person was put “ to the question.” On January 18,
1697, a decree of the Parliament of Paris reformed the procedure
then in use at Orleans, abolishing the esfrapade, and substituting the
extension and the brodequins.

The estrapade was applied in the following manner. An iron key
was placed between the palms of the condemned, whose hands were
tied behind his back, and, by means of a rope passed througha
pulley in the ceiling, he was raised twelve inches above the floor with
a weight of 180 pounds fastened to his right foot. This was the
“ordinary question.” For the *extraordinary” the criminal was
raised as high as the ceiling with a weight of 250 pounds suspended
to his foot, and was raised and lowered three times running, with the
result, in general, that he went off into a swoon.

Now, as to the exfension. 1f water was used, the accused was
stripped of everything but his shirt ; and his legs were tied together
at the calves. A woman was allowed to wear a petticoat, as well as
her chemise, and the petticoat was fastened round her knees. In the
torture of the brodequins (boots), the accused was stripped only
as to his or her legs. The Question de lcau, ordinary and extra-
ordinary, with extension, was carried out with a little trestle two feet
high and four earthenware water-jugs, each containing two to three
pints.

The Question ordinary and extraordinary ‘‘avec extension” was
applied with the same small trestle and four similar vessels of water.
Then the small trestle was removed, and a large trestle, three feet
four inches, substituted, and the torture continued with four more
vessels of water, which was poured into the mouth of the accused
slowly and from on high.

I subjoin a literal translation of the instructions issued for the
benefit of the authorities, in reference to these forms of torture
(‘““ Mémoire instructif concernant la maniére en laquelle se donne la
Question avec extension ou par les Brodequins,” cited by ILalanne,
from Recueil des anciennes Lois Frangaises, tome xx. pp. 284 etsqq.).

““The accused shall be tied by the hands, and these fastened at
the wrist between two ropes of reasonable thickness, to two rings in-
scrted inthe wall of the chamberat a distance of two feet four inches
one from the other, and at a height from the floor of not less than
three feet. Two other large rings shall be similarly inserted in the
floor at twelve feet from the wall and about a foot from each other;
through these shall be passed ropes of sufficient thickness, with which
the feet of the accused must be fastened above the ankle, the said






506 The Gentleman's Magazine.

the two planks, squeezing them between the legs at or about the
knees, and an eighth at the ankles. And before each is inserted the
judge shall address his interpellations to the accused, behind whom
shall stand a man to support him. If he swoon, wine shall be given
to him, and, when all the wedges have been used up, he shall be un-
bound and laid upon the mattress, to which reference has already
been made.

“If the water-question be preparatory, and the cold does not
admit of its applicatien, it must be deferred until milder weather,
without it be allowed to apply the *boots,’” which shall be used only
when, through some difficulty, the accused cannot undergo the
‘ extension.’

“ If the weather be not very cold, the water can be slightly warmed
in the torture-chamber—vwhere a firc must be kept burning all the
time occupied by the question—the accused meanwhile resting upon
the mattress.

“If the accused be sentenced to death with previous application of
the question, and he is unable to sustain that of the water with
extension (whether through the severity of the weather, or some
other impediment), let the question of the ‘boots’ be immediately
applied, provided his is un corps confisqué, and that the death punish-
ment will not be deferred. The physicians and surgeons will remain
in the torture-chamber while the question is being applied, to watch
carefully that no harm come to the accused, and will also remain in
the said chamber for some time afterwards, while the accused lies
on the mattress, to administer all needful alleviation, and even to
bleed him if they think it needful.”

The tender anxicty of the authorities lest their victim should be
unable to endure ¢ the question,” their concern for his health, and
their fear lest he should slip out of their hands by previously suc-
cumbing to his trials, command our sympathetic admiration. So
have I scen the farmer carefully nurse and minister to the lamb
which he intends for the butcher’s knife.

It is hardly to the credit of the IFrench Government that “the
preparatory question” was not suppressed until August, 1780, and
then only partially. At last, on May 1, 1788, was issued a peremp-
tory decree, which sct forth that since the test of la guestion préalable
—nearly always equivocal, owing to the absurd confessions, retracta-
tions, and contradictions of criminals—was embarrassing for the
judges, who were unable to discern the truth amidst the cries of
suffering, and dangerous to the innocent, inasmuch as the torture
wrung from them fictitious statements which they durst not disavow
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with head, feet, and legs bare, and carrying a saddle or a dog on
their shoulders. Of punishments which, like the Hanniscara, are
based on the principle of humiliating and ridiculing the offender,
numerous examples might be adduced. Such as “ riding the stang,”
in which a man convicted of ill-treating his wife was seated on a
“stang,” or pole, hoisted on willing shoulders, and carried in igno-
minious procession through the streets, jeered at and hcoted by his
neighbours. A henpecked culprit,! on the other hand, was placed
on a horse behind his unruly wife, with his face to the horse’s tail,
holding a distaff, while his wife beat him about the head with a
“skimming” ladle. On passing a house where the grey mare was
the better horse, both husband and wife gave the threshold a sweep.
A graphic description of the procession is given in ¢ Hudibras”
(pt. 1i., canto 2):
The Amazon triumphant

Bestrid her beast, and on the rump on’t

Sat. . ..

The warrior whilom overcome,

Armed with a spindle and a distaff,

Which as he rode she made him twist off ;

And when he loitered, o'er her shoulder
Chastised the reformado soldier.

The “stool of repentance” was also bascd on the 1dea of humi-
liating the offender, who was seated on a low stool in front of the
pulpit, exposed to the eyes of all the congregation, and when divine
scrvice was ended, stood upon the stool to receive a formal repn-
mand. Robert Burns, as everybody knows, underwent this form of
penance in 1784, at Mossgiel, and revenged himself on the minister
of the parish in his ¢ Epistle to Rankine ” :

I was suspected for the plot ;
I scorned to lee ;

So gat the whissle o’ my groat,
An’ pay't the fee.

Ile did penance a second time a year or two later.

There is an odd provision in the Capitularies of Charlemagne,
namely, that any person concealing a malefactor in the impenal
palace should be compelled to carry him on his shoulders to the
public place, and there be bound with him to the same post.

Falsc witnesscs were branded on the chest with two “ tongues”
of red cloth, about an inch and a half wide, and six inches long;

' In most European countries, a shrew or a scold was seated on an ass, with

her face to its tail, which she was compelled to hold while being promenaded
through town or village,
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ground that the House had no jurisdiction, which the other House
proceeded to claim ; and in its turn sentenced the culprit to be .
fined £ 5,000, to be imprisoned for life, and to be whipped at the
cart’s tail from London Bridge to Westminster Hall. The whip-
ping was remitted by the King at the instance of Prince Charles.

Let me find room for some of the usages of Chivalry. That a
recreant knight had his spurs hacked off, and was stripped of his
arms and insignia, is weli known ; but with the practices described
in the following anecdotes the reader, perhaps, will be less familiar.

Hermanfried, who shared the kingdom of Thuringia with his
brother Baderic, had for his wife a woman of the temper of
Shakespeare’s (not Miss Terry’s) Lady Macbeth. One day, when
Hermanfried betook himself to dinner he found only half the table
covered. * Why is this?” he demanded of his wife, who coldly re-
plied : “ It is fitting that he who is content with half a kingdom
should have half his table empty.” The insult roused Hermanfried
to engage in a fratricidal struggle.

In 1395, on the Feast of the Epiphany, as the illustrious Prince
William, Count of Ostervant, was seated with several other princes
at the table of the King of France, came a herald, who began to cut
and divide the table-cloth before the said Count, saying ‘that no
prince, who was without arms and shield, ought to sit at the royal
table.” And when William indignantly replied that he had both
arms and shield, /e doven des hérauts replied : * Not so, my lord, for
William, Count of Holland, your grand-uncle, was formerly con-
quered by the Frisians, and to this day lies unavenged on the hostile
soil.” From that moment Count William began to consider how he
should free himself from this reproach.

The pains and penalties inflicted by the laws and customs of
Feudalism would be an interesting branch of my subject to follow
up ; but I am nearing the end of my tether. A note or two ina
different direction may be permitted. Bankrupts at Rome were
compclled to wear a black cap of pyramidal form, the &errettine.
At Lucca, they wore an orange-coloured bonnet ; in Spain, an iron
collar. At Padua, and in several other towns, was erccted in the
public place a ‘““ Stone of Shame,” on which the unhappy insolvent
was compelled to seat himself cntirely naked, crying, *“ I surrender
all my goods.” Much harsher penalties were frequently exacted;
and Shylock’s forfeit of ‘the pound of flesh” was scarcely an
exaggeration. Shylock reminds me of the terrible treatment to which
the Jews were exposed in medizval times, almost every conceivable
barbarity being practised upon them. King John won quite a
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is small rodents, though they also feed on insects, and the large
species, such as the snowy owl and eagle owls, will attack such large
animals as hares, young fawns, and even, it is said, foxes.

Most owls will also prey upon birds, but these, of course,
they cannot obtain so readily, since the diurnal birds are roosting
and quiescent at the time of the owls’ activity. But the fact that
the owls are persecuted with great fury by other birds, if they are so
unfortunate as to be discovered in the day time, shows that they are
regarded as encmies. No doubt, however, their odd appearance has
something to do with this unpopularity, as they are also attacked by
the other birds of prey, which one would think hardly likely to suffer
from their nocturnal assaults. The owl, on these occasions, shows him-
self no coward ; and, when very hard pressed, throws himself on his
back, and uses beak and talons with such energy that he is not unfre-
quently victorious over his enemies. The great eagle owl, in fact, is
said to sometimes vanquish the eagle himself; and Aristotle notices
that the two birds have sometimes been captured, engaged in a
desperate conflict.

As a rule, the owls choose holes, whether i1n trees, rocks, or build-
ings, for the purpose of nesting, laying their white eggs on the merest
apology for a nest. Some kinds, however, like the short-eared owl,
one of our British species, nest on the ground, while the little American
prairie owl nests in burrows, either dug by itself, or the abandoned
ones of the prairie-dog or the vizcacha, with both of which rodents
it appears to live in peace and friendship. This bird is diurnalin
its habits, as also are the hawk owl (so called from its resemblance
to a hawk), and the snowy owl, the most northerly ranging member
of the group, and not the least beautiful, with its magnificent
ycllow eyes set off by its thick plumage, white as the snows among
which the bird resides. Most owls, however, except the barn owl,
whose plumage is white and buff, are soberly clothed in brown and
grey tints, which harmonise admirably with their environment ; and
the snowy owl does not attain perfect whiteness till old age, being
marked with dusky bars in its youth. The plumage in almost all
owls is remarkable for the delicacy of its markings and shading,
and there is very little difference between the male and female ; the
latter, however, as in the diurnal birds of prey, is the larger bird.
‘T'he young birds are clothed with a beautiful down, and are hatched
at different times, the parent beginning to incubate as soon as the
first egg is laid. |

The cries which have caused the family to be stigmatised as
odious, ill-boding birds are no doubt often the melodies by which—
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pusscssed by any bird. is confined to the male ; but, as a rule, the
sexes in goatsuckers differ very little. Many species possess ‘“ears ”
similar to those of the owls ; as in those birds, too, some kinds have
dark and others veilow eves. In fact, the goatsuckers are mcre
nearly allied to the owls than are any other birds, the links between
them being found in the Podargus group of night-jars, and in the
guacharo bird (Steatornis caripensis).

The Pedargy differ from the other night-jars in several particulars:
thev have a strong hooked bill, and much shorter wings, indicative of
less aerial habits ; they also perch on trees in the usual manner, and
lay white eggs, in an open nest of twigs on the branches ; or, in the
case of the owlet night-jars, which resemble them except in having
the usual weak bill of the group, in the hollow boughs of trees. As
a rule, night-jars lay their eggs. beautifully mottled with greys and
browns so as to imitate pebbles, on the bare ground, on which also
they usually rest ; if they happen to perch on a tree, sitting along the
brarch instead of across it.

The guacharo is a bird of so peculiar a type that it can be in-
cluded neither among owls nor goatsuckers, and has habits of the
most melodramatic character. In form it is like a large night-jar, but
has the toothed bill of a falcon, and several anatomical peculiarities ;
it also feeds, at any rate partly, on fruits, 2 habit shared by no other
night-bird. It lavs its one egg, white with bloody stains, in a rude
nest in the sides of certain myvsterious caverns (the best known
breedinz-place being in Trinidad), which the Indians—though thev
enter them vearly to obtain the young birds, which are very fat and
vield a valuable oil—are afraid to penetrate to any distance ; for they
arc said to be haunted by the spirits of the dead, a belief which is
easily accounted for when the weird effect produced by the harsh
cries of the birds, re-echoed from the roof and walls of the cavern, is
taken into account.

Many of the true goatsuckers have notes of the most remarkable
character, as, for instance, the “whip-poor-will,” and * chuck-will’s-
widow,” both American species ; and an Australian Podargus de-
mands “ more pork ” in such a monotonous and sepulchral tone,
that it is most depressing to listen to. The only night-jar common in
England has, as is well known, a curious purring note, which seems
o be of a ventriloquial character. It can also produce a cracking
tound by striking its wings together during flight, like the pigeon.
Our bird is about the size of a turtle-dove, the average dimensions of
tnc tamily, though the Fadargi are larger. It is migratory, leaving
us tor Africa in the autumn, and r¢turning again in the spring- -
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LIVING TO EAT AND EATING
70 LIVE.

REAT men are always credited with being abstemious in their
eating and drinking, and the first Napoleon was no exception
to the rule.

Describing the food which was placed on his table to his phy-
sician, Dr. Antommarchi, he said : “ Physicians have the right of
regulating the table ; it is fit I should give you an account of mine.
Behold what it consists of : a basin of soup, two plates of meat, one
of vegetables, a salad when I can take it, compose the whole service;
half a bottle of clarct, which I dilute with a good deal of water, serves
me for drink ; I dnnk a little of it pure towards the end of the
repast. Sometimes, when I feel fatigued, I substitute champagne
for claret : it is a surc means of Ziving a fillip to the stomach.” The
doctor having expresscd his surprise at this temperate mode of living,
he replied : “In my marches with the army of Italy, I never failed
to put in the bow of my saddle a bottle of wine, some bread, and a
cold fowl. This provision sufticed for the wants of the day ; I may
even say I often sharcd it with others. 1 thus gained time ; the
cconomy of my table turned to account on the field of battle. For
the rest, I cat fast, masticate little ; my meals do not consume my
hours. This is not what vou will approve the most ; but in my
present situation what signifies it >’  He was referring here to his
captivity at St. Helena.

The daily habits of the poet Southey, a man who made literature
a successful and healthy profession, are thus described by his son in
his life of his father: ¢ Breakfast was at nine, after a little reading,
dinner at four, tea at six, supper at half-past nine, and the intervals
filled up with reading or writing, except that he regularly walked
between two and four, and took a short sleep before tea, the outline
.of his day when he was in fullwork will have been given. After supper,
when the business of the day seemed to be over, though he generally
took a book, he remained with his family, and was open to esiter
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English scldier had haif a pcund more mea: a day—ke has toco
little now—he would be twice as formidable on the fieid of battle.
I am well aware that this is awkward reading for vegetarians ; but
vegetarians are, as a rule, not noted for their feroaty, nor does their
appearance indicate that a vegetable diet is the most suitable for the
English climate and idiosyncrasies. It is now well known that the
different varieties of food have their separate uses in the bodr, and.
broadly spcaking, one may say that flesh food furnishes musde and
energy ; vegetables, as containing starch and sugar, furnish fat ; fats
themselves are consumed in the body, and by their consumption,
supply it with warmth. To show that this latter 1s the case, we may
instance the Esquimaux and other denizens of cold climates, who live
almost entirely on fat, and who consume about twelve pounds a day of
this matenial. That flesh food produces muscle, activity, strength, and
fierceness of disposition, may be seen in its effects upon those animals
that live upon it, such as the lion, tiger, wolf, and other wild beasts, as
compared with the sheep, horse, cow, and similar vegetable feeders.
It is also a well-known fact that bears and other wild animals, when
In captivity, if fed on vegetable food, become comparatively tame,
whereas, if the food is changed for flesh, they soon lapse into habits
of ferocity. Those races that live entirely on vegetables are noted
for their mildness of manner—as, for instance, the Hindoo and
Chinese.

But, if ancient history is to be believed, there is little doubt that
our ancestors were not always as fastidious as their descendants in
their choice of meat, and were even given to eating human flesh.
Those interesting savages that Stanley so graphically describes, and
that poor Jameson seems to have interviewed to some purpose, had
their counterpart in the Attacotti, a people of ancient Scotland, for
St. Jerome specially charges them with preferring the shepherd to
his flock.

Indeed, there is no animal living that does not furnish food for
one race or another, and hunger will cause the most refined and
civilised to eat those animals the bare mention of which at other times
as food, cause horror and disgust. One thousand two hundred dogs
were eaten in Paris during the siege, and the flesh fetched from two
to three francs per pound. According to Pliny, puppies were re-
garded as great delicacies by the Roman gourmands. Cats are
eaten by the Chinese, monkeys by the natives of Ceylon, the
lion by the Africans. The bear supplies food to many nations of
Europe, and its hams are considered excellent. Two bears were
eaten in Paris during the siege, and Yne Qesh was said to taste like
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pound of flour in the year, which was always consumed in the form
of a pudding on Christmas Day. They were also allowed tea, but
in the Mackenzie River district the amount supplied to each man
was only one pound in the whole year, so that this article may be
fairly disregarded. The experience of diet thus gained throws much
light on the etiology of scurvy, which is unknown where the diet is
thus limited to fresh fish or meat, while it is quite prevalent at a post
known as York Factory. It is accounted for by the following cir-
cumstances. At this post the diet consists largely of geese which
migrate there late in the spring, returning south in the early autumn
Hence the inhabitants kill and salt a sufficient supply to last unti
the supply of fresh geese again becomes accessible. Scurvy always
makes its appearance in the winter, and especially in the spring, thus
affording strong proof of the view popularly held, that scurvy is
chiefly due to the use of salted meat, such as bacon, &c. The life
led by these men is one of great activity in the winter and compara-
tive inaction in the summer, while those stationed at the posts in the
capacity of clerks and officers take little exercise at any time. These
are facts which can be fully proven by the testimony of numerous
gentlemen who live there, some of whom have had the experience of
such a diet themselves. One of these 1s Mr. James Stewart, a
druggist, who has lived on fish alone for four years ; and another,
Mr. William Brass, of St. Andrew’s, Manitoba, who has lived
similarly, and cnjoyed unimpaired health for twenty consecutive
years. They are both verging on seventy years, and are in the full
enjoyment of a grcen old age. But meat, or fish, or flesh, or fowl,
or the thousand and one vegetable luxuries, if taken beyond moden-
tion, are injurious to health and to digestion, and lead to discomfort
and disease, and the gourmand, as a rule, has a hard time of it
when the day of reckoning comes. He is sowing the wind to reap
the storm, and he is sowing the sceds, the fruit of which will be
discase, pain, and premature death. Amongst the earlier effecs
arising from excess in feeding in adult lifc may be mentioned an
oppressed stomach, deranged digestion, palpitation of the hear, a
loaded tongue, vitiated secretions, with disordered action of the
bowels, a gorged liver, obesity, fulness of blood and its consequences.
a sluggish brain and troubled sleep, gravel, perverted nutrition from
the preternatural accumulation of the products of waste in the
system, developing gouty and rheumatic affections. Such, and
others also, are the earlier ills arising from over-feeding. But m

doubt the most troublesome of them all is the corpulency that i .
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are frequent, and in the winter, as exercise cannot be taken, and
the circulation gets languid, an attack of bronchitis comes to
give warning that things are getting serious. As the internal organs
get congested, the functions of the kidneys and liver are not per-
formed properly—thus the victim of obesity is more subject to bile,
headache, and kindred ailments. As he always carries the refuse
about with him that should be eliminated from the system by the
harmonious working of the organs that perform this office, his blood
gets overcharged with uric, and other acids, that herald the advent of
approaching gout, “the rust of aristocratic hinges.” This gives a
finishing touch to his misery.

By this time the victim begins to think it is time to see if some-
thing cannot be done ; and now the quack comes in for his innings
Some friend recommends a medicine that will reduce fat, and the
sufferer tries it; but, alas ! as all medical men know, and quacks
too (if they were not devoid of principle, and did not live by trading
on the ignorance of others), there is 70 medicine that will reduce fat
There are plenty of drugs that will purge, and destroy the coats of
the stomach, or carry the food through the alimentary canal before
it has time to nourish the system, but none that will reduce fat
without doing irreparable harm. However, the quack produces
plenty of lying testimonials, and the obese sufferer swallows the (to
him) poison, until increasing weakness and a depleted pocket wam
him it is time to stop.

Still, there is a remedy for the victim of superabundance of fat,
and a safe one, but it is dietetic. Food has been the source of his
disease, and food can be made to cure it, and this, not on the
Banting system of starvation, but on a full, sufficient, but scientifically
arranged non-fat-forming dietary. His diet can be so adjusted that
he may gain strength and lose fat, and lose it rapidly too—Ilose it so
fast that if he did not get stronger during the process he would be
frightened at his melting away.

Large experience in treating corpulency has proved to me that
we in England eat too much sugar and farinaceous food for our
climate and habits ; indeed, we eat too much altogether, and it is
simply astonishing to see how soon an obese individual, who puffs
and blows on the least exertion, if put for a time on an excess of
nitrogenous food--r.c. meat—and restricted in other respects, can be
made to part with fat, and gain health, strength, and activity in the
process. Such people, when their diet is properly adjusted and
scientifically arranged, will lose ten to fifteen pounds of a useless
encumbrance in a month. Indeed, I saw in the February number






526 The Gentleman's Magazine.

The intellectual man, whose nervous system is often exhausted when
his meal is put before him, cannot digest a heavy dinner of roast
beef or other meat and vegetables. Such should commence with a
little soup, which, being quickly absorbed into the system, gives the
stomach strength to dizest the after, more solid, substances of the meal.
With rcgard to the quantity of food that should be taken bya
person doing ordinary work, supposing this to consist of bread and
meat only—and these two contain every element necessary to proper
nutrition —it would be represented in a person of average size doing
ordinary work by two pounds of bread and three-quarters of a pound
of meat ; in this there would be no waste. Singly it wotld be
necessary to eat six pounds of meat, or four pounds of zwkole-meal
bread ; in each of these cases there would be a large quantity more
of certain constituents of the food than the system would demand,
and these, not being required, would be useless, in fact injurious, as
they would clog the system as waste, in the form of fat or gout
poison. Prison dietaries are so arranged that there shall be no waste
of material, and as, of course under ordinary circumstances, a mixed
diet is most conducive to health, this would represent a model diet
for an ordinary-sized man. This consists of per 7eck in the prepared
food : cocoa, 3} oz.; oatmeal, 14 oz.; milk, 14 oz.; treacle, 7oz;
salt, 3} oz.; barley, 2 oz.; bread, 1450z.; cheese, 4 0z.; flour, 4doz;
meat (cooked without bone or gravy), 12 oz. ; shins (made into soup),
12 oz ; suet, { oz ; carrots, 20z ; onions, 3}o0z.; turnips, 2 ox;
potatoes, 96 os. It must not be supposed that this diet is correct in
all cascs ; the amount of food required depends on existing circum-
stances.  Dr. Pavy savs: “No fixed quantity can be given as suited to
all.  Variations in external temperature, the amount of work per-
formed, and individual peculiarities, occasion a variation in the
amount of material consumed in the body; and in a propery
arranged dict the food should be adjusted accordingly.  For this
adjustment Naturc has provided by the instinct or sensation with
which we are endowed.  Appetite—or, in its more exalted character,
hunger—apprises us that food 1s required, and produces an irresistible
desire to seck and obtain its supply. By attending to its dictates a
knowledge is also afforded of the proper amount to be consumed.
We may ascertain by observation the precise amount by weight that
is necessary to keep the body in a healthy condition, but Nature's
guide was in operation before scales and weights were invented.”
Three meals a day should be the limit in all cases where a person
desires to live long and enjoy good health. These taken at intervals
of six hours would generally insure the individual who deserpes them
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So much for the effects of deficient food, and it may be taken for
granted that, if disconten:, misery, and disease are the handmaids of
famine and starvation, content, long life, and absence of crime are
the attributes of a wei.-fed peopie. “The laws of nature are such
as to conduce to an adap:ation of the supply of food to its demand
We are all conversant with the fact that exercise and exposure to
coid—coad:tions which increase the demand for food—sharpen the
appetite, ard thus lead to a larger quantity of material being con-
sumed : whilst, on the other hand, a state of inactivity and a warm
climate teil In an opposite manner, and reduce inclination for food
A badiy-fed labourer is capable of performing but a poor day’s work,
and a starving man fails an easy victim to the effects of exposure to
cuid.” In the case of navvies and other hard-working men the appe-
tite is known by the employer to form a measure of capacity for
work. A falling-oif of the appetite means, that is to say, a diminished
capacity for the periormance of worx. A farmer, where wages were
good, when asked how it was that he paid his labourers so well,
replied that he cotld not afford to pay them less, for he found that
less wages produced less wors.  Indeed, one might just as reasonably
expect that a fire wouid burn brnskly with a scanty supply of fuel, or
a steain-engine work with a deficient supply of coal, as that a man
could labour upon a meagre diet. Men have also learnt, where
arduous work has tu be performed. and similarly in cold climates,
wherce a large amount of heat has to be produced—for the demand
is the same in the two cases—that the requirements of the system
are best met by a liberal consumption of fatty matter, which is the
most efticient kind of force-producing material, with the food. The
fat bacon, relished and eaten with his bread by the hard-working
labourer, yields at the smallest cost the force he forms the medium
for producing.”

It is found that hard work is best performed under a libernl
supply of fsk food : this does not conduce to obesity ; it nourishes
the muscles and gives energy to the body. What meat is to man,
corn is to the horse. *The Arab,” says Donders, ‘ never lets his
horse eat grass and hay to saticty. Its chief food is barley, and in
the wilderness it gets milk, and if great effort is required even camel's
flesh. The horses which in Sahara are used for hunting ostriches
are kept exclusively on camel’s milk and dried beans.” To sum up,
science intimates that a liberal supply of meat and fat is n
to maintain muscles in a good condition for work, and the result of
experience is to confirm it. ~ As far as muscular labour is concerned,
(ost for cost, man can never compete in economy with steam, and
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than ez i much. a..‘ d that, if we wish to live long and enjoy
<8 heslth, we must avaid doing either. Abernethy used to say
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eighteenth century than a picture by Orchardson, that there are some
pretty scenes and pretty dresses and a stagey Pavane, that Mrs.
Bernard Beere is an admirable Lady Teazle, if Lady Teazle could have
become so Grande Dame in six months, that Mr. Arthur Bouchier
has excellent ideas concerning Joseph Surface, but has not yet given
them free play, that Mr. Cyril Maude is a Macaroni of Macaronis,
and that in it all Sheridan somehow or other goes by the board.
Personally, I think it is a mistake to revive Sheridan’s plays, unless
we are prepared to play them as they would have been played in
Sheridan’s time. Written for wholly different conditions of stage-
craft, there is something ghastly about the effort to fit them to the
elaborate mechanisms and rare scenic changes of our theatres. And
yet, if they are played as they were written, why then undoubtedly
they are, to put it mildly, a little long. Personally again, I think they
are better to read than to see acted.

Mr. Bronson Howard’s new comedy—new, that is, to London—
may have many defects, but it has the one great, essential, most
excellent merit of being exceedingly interesting. I have been told
that there are errors in the piece, technical errors, errors of legal
finance ; I do not know, and indeed I do not care. All plays are
fairy tales, ‘“the best of the kind are but shadows, and the worst are
no worse if our imagination do but mend them ;” and all we have a
. right to ask of our fairy tale is that while it is being told to us it shall
have the art of convincing us. And while it is on the stage, “ The
Henrietta ” does convince. Itis a study of that modern madness
which Balzac was perhaps the first to appreciaté fully. It seeks to
resume, and in a measure it succeeds in resuming, all the character-
istics of our age of million-worship, with its feverish pursuit of
fortunes, compared to which the fabled wealth of Monte Cristo
dwindles into insignificance. There is something really epical in the
great battle scene in the broker’s office in Wall Street, in the third
act, in which old Nicholas Vanalstyne makes his desperate stand
against the conspiracy of ¢ Bears,” who are banded together to ruin
him—that conspiracy, the secret chief of which is Vanalstyne's own
son, the son whose sole ambition, dearer than his father’s honour,
dearer than his own life, is to make the biggest pile yet made
and become the king of Wall Street. In this terrible conflict
of forces, in which the fortune of the fight is recorded by the mono-
tonous, merciless ticking of the tape-machine, there is something to
the modern mind as thrilling, almost as exhilarating, as the fight of
Grettir at Drangey, the fight of Alan Breck in the Round House.
The whole play reeks of money, stinks of money. It depicts, with
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(Certainly no children were present at Mr. Grein's production of
*Ghosts” at the Royalty Theatre, converted for the nonce into the
habitation of the Independent Theatre. But there were a grest
number of men and of women present holding opinions upon Ibeea .
wide as the poles asunder, and the result of Mr. Grein’s venture
been arevival of the Ibsen war, fiercer, hotter, more acrime
ever.  Mr. William Archer has made an amusing @
angry epithets, the offensive adjectives, the cond
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hurled at Ibsen in consequence of the * Ghosts ” representation. On
the other hand, certain champions of the Norwegian dramatist have
run fair and square a-tilt at the hostile critics, and have shown them-
selves to be in no sense behindhand in their use of the vocabulary
of attack. For my own part, I am somewhat amazed and somewhat
amused at all this heat, this passion, this sound and fury. Cannot
a man admire Ibsen and find “Ghosts ” interesting without being
set down as unclean? Cannot a man dislike Ibsen and find “ Ghosts”
repellent without being denounced as a nincompoop? I think
“ Ghosts ” a very powerful play ; I was very glad indeed to see it
acted—once ; but I can understand perfectly well that others may
not think as I do. What I cannot understand, is the way in which
some writers rave against Ibsen as if he had committed some grave
sin against the State ; writers who in the same breath declare him to
be utterly worthless, unimportant, and obscure, and yet at the same
time a menace to morality, and a disgrace to art. Why should
Ibsen be discussed in this vaporous, rumbustious fashion, unworthy
of articulate men? Where we differ let us differ decently, like
courtly swordsmen. Men can write temperately against Ibsen, for
Mr. Andrew Lang has done so ; men can write temperately in favour
of Ibsen—at least, I trust so. Mr. Lang called nobody any names.
He does not like Ibsen, and he said so in a very entertaining letter
to the New York Sun, if 1 remember rightly. Mr. Archer docs like
Ibsen, but he does not call his opponents hard names. On this
point I am of Mr. Archer’s opinion, and yet I hold him to be a grave
offender against light, for he cannot read Alexandre Dumas the
Elder, and from the bottom of my heart I think the man is more to
be pitied who cannot admire Dumas than the man who cannot
admire Ibsen. I yield to no one in my admiration for the Norwe
gian dramatist, and I do not in the least feel angry because Mr.
Archer does not like Dumas. Every man to his taste, though per-
sonally, if I had to choose, I would rather like D’Artagnan and Chicot
than Nils Lykke or Sigurd hin Staerke. I only mention this matter
to feather my arrow of entreaty for a larger tolerance. Let us admit
that a man may like Ibsen or noct like Ibsen, like Dumas or not like
Dumas, and yet remain a man and a brother.

JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY,
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THE CANAL.

HE smooth canal, where level meads extend,
Lies with the sunhight glittering on its breast ;

So softly on their way its waters wend

They hardly stir the rushes from their rest.
The towing-path, a narrow strip of grey,

Follows one curving bank ; its further bound
A hedge of tangled rose and hawthorn-spray ;

Beyond, a sweep of undulating ground.
And past the pastures, where the placid herds

In undisturbed contentment graze or lie,
A wood—a very paradise for birds—

Unfolds its fluttering pennons to the sky.

No cumbrous locks with clamorous sluices near,—
Though far away, amid surrounding green,

Dark gates and beams loom when the days are clear—
Break on the charm of that enthralling scene.

A foot-bridge high above the current flung,

Of wood-work still unstripped of bark, and slight,
Looks like a forest-branch but newly swung

For sylphs to watch the waters from its height.

The loiterer there, with musing eye, receives
A picture sweet as cloud-land ever spread,
Or wondering boyhood, half in doubt, believes

From pastoral legends of an age long dead.

And should, perchance, a laden barge draw near,
The silent boatman stationed at the helm,
The slow horse, and the gliding hull, appear

Part of some pageant in that fairy realm.

The sun himself there sheds a chastened ray;,
The sedges whisper of enduring peace,

The roving zephyr hums a drowsier lay,
The woodland carols hover round, and cease.

Then silence, or the lull of blending songs

From winds and waters, rustling leaves and reeds ;
From sylvan minstrels, and the gentler throngs

That chant the measures of our dreams ; succeeds.’

Till care of earthly things, the lapse of time,
The very pulse of being, in suspense ;

The soul alone is conscious, with sublime
Serenity enfolding every sense. m
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Revivaz or PANTOMIME.

\ FTHAT is reyresented as a new development, but is prac-
" wcally a revival in theatrical art, constitutes one of the
mos: aitractive exhilitions of the present season. I refer to the
represeniation in jantomime of * L’Enfant Prodigue,” which, after
having obuaired last yvear a remarkable triumph at the Boufies
Parisicnnes, hasnow beern transterred to the Prince of Wales's Theatre.
In this, what is practicaliy the Parable of the Prodigal Son is told in
pantomims with the aid of no more speech than an occasival
interjection.  Plerrot. who 1s a variant of Pulcinello in the old
French comedy J- dz 757 has been accepted In France as the
type of zood-natured sim; licity 2nd silliness. The height of popu-
larity was reacked by him in «r about 1832, when, on the litle stage
of the Funambules, Deburecat, the greatest pantomimist of the dar.
in his huge white smock with enormous buttons, his wide trousers,
his white face, and his black cap, enchanted the Parisian public
Charles Nodier, Jules Janin, and Théophile Gautier were wild with
admiration, the last named writing for him a recitation called
“ Pierrot posthume,” in which the simpleton is persuaded that be

is dead, and wails pitifully over his own loss.
SNLVANUS URRAX
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and ruddy as a harvest moon, in spite of the climate—inside the
door.

His report was quickly made. He had been sent on the steam-
launch /725 to announce the arrival of the Reine Hortense, with the
commandant of Charlotteville, who, accompanied by his wife, was
making an official tour on the upper river. The J/Zéis had been
detained by an accident to her machinery, which forced her to
steam slowly—otherwise she would have arrived that moming. The
larger vessel was not far behind, and would probably reach Mozimba
in an hour or two.

Then a great silence fell upon the mess-room—a silence none the
less eloquent because of the very diverse feelings which produced it.

To say that Sainte-Aldegonde’s countenance fell is to put it
mildly. The Second’s jaw dropped, and he looked blank. Eschenbach
grinned a silent but expressive grin, and furtively rubbed his hands
together. And Rawlings appeared to be struggling with a kind of
agonised mirth, and drew his foot up quickly—for Hemingway, the
Yankee agent from Slick & Wilbur's trading-station, had kicked him
under the table, and then winked with one eve, while the rest of his
features preserved a lugubrious immobility. Captain Duyzendaalders
observed and wondered, but said nothing ; and, in a few minutes, the
spasm, whatever it was, which seemed to have seized upon the
whole personnel of the station, passed away, and the Chief began
giving orders right and left with a fiery vigour which was truly admir-
able. Then bustle and confusion reigned all around, in the midst
of which Sainte-Aldezonde vanished, and was seen no more for some
time. When he reappeared he was arraved in a marvel of frilled
shirt-front, got up regardless of climate, and seemed to have had his
locks freshly crimped.

3y the time everything was ready, and the garrison drawn up on
the landing-stage, in clean white uniforms and shining rifle-barrels,
the Reine Fortense came in sight, steaming slowly up the reach, with
a prolonged howl from her whistles, which was not without its effect
on Sainte-:\ldegonde's sensitive nerves.

Bang! went the two howitzers—crack! crack ! spit! the
Haoussas’ rifles ; and when the smoke cleared off they saw a group of
people standing on her upper deck. The captain was there, and a
big, fair, sqquarc-shouldered man in uniform, and beside him a little
lady in white, with a tall coloured woman in a crimson turban,
standing behind her.

The big fair man was General Van Heemskerk, Commandant
of Charlotteville and Governor of the Colony, and the lady was kis

wife—the first white woman ever seen in Mozimba, |
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ard ke trusted him with Ler whole soul, and tummed her back on
Parns and “ society.” sailed for Africa with him, and was happy.

So she sterped ashore a: Mozimba, amid much cheering and
waving of hats and helmets, and Sainte-Aldegonde’s most elaborate
bow. Ard the latter wondered. in his despicable little soul, why
the smile seemed to fade from her face as her eves met his, and did
not see that Rawlinzs, standing near, lovked at him for a moment as
thouzh he lonzed to kick him.

He was a handsome fellow. Sainte-.\ldegonde, after the conven-
tional lady-killer pattern. with larze eves, long eyelashes, straight
nose. and a beautiful black moustache, drocping over a mouth which,
perhaps, gained by concealment.

He offered his arm to Madame Van Heemskerk—after the usual
introduction and general speecthification had been gone through—
and conducted her up to the house. the rest of the party following.

“What a dude the fellow is ! remarked Hemingway aside to
Rawlings : the two were standinz somewhat apart.

* He's a Acast ! " said Rawlings, shortly and sharply.

Hemingway looked at him inquiringly.

‘“ If you can stand secing him touch the hand of a woman like
that, it's more than I can '™

“ Oh ! " said Hemingway, ard began to whistle.

The main building of the new station had lately been finished, and
was the pride of Sainte-Aldegonde’s heart. Indeed, it presented quite
a new and civilised appearance, with its walls of red and white brick
arched windows, and verandah in front. roofed with corrugated iron.

Under the verandah, leaning against one of the pillars, sat, or
rather lolled, a native girl of twelve or thirteen—slight, prettily-formed,
and not ill-featured, and arrayed in an abbreviated cotton skirt, a
bright silk handkerchief ticd round her wool, and an astonishing
(quantity of bead necklaces and cheap Birmingham jewellery.  She
was staring open-mouthed at the arrivals. Sainte-Aldegonde had
been too much occupied with his guests to notice her till he was
close upon her; then his face changed suddenly, and he said some-
thing in her own language which had the effect of making her cringe
and cower, and slink away humbly, like a beaten dog. Madame Van
Heemskerk did not understand the words ; but she felt instinctively
that, but for her presence, he would have kicked the girl, and invol-
untarily dropped his arm. He knew it, though he affected not to see ;
and there was an evil flash in his eyes for a moment—the next, he
was urbane and smiling as ever.

The gl passed Hemingway and Rawlings, sobbing softly ; she
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“’Popotame, madame.”

‘Ah,soitis!” The black spot disappeared, with a splash and
a surging of waters that reached them above the other noises of the
night. ‘ But—there—#4a/ is not a hippo, Justine ! ”

Justine went nearer to the window, and swept the glittering surface
with her kcen eyes. “No, madame—it is a boat—a white man’s
boat.”

It came nearer—it vanished under the shadow of an island—it
glided out again into the light. Clearly a white man’s boat—though
it was impossible as yet to see who was navigating it. The sentry on
the look-out post had already seen it, and the crack of his rifle rang
out on the night—the Place was filled with black figures hurrying to
and fro, and soon half the station was gathered at the landing-stage.

The two women, leaning out as far as they could from the windos,
noticed that the drums had suddenly ceased, and that, in the veran-
dah below them, there was deep stillness as of expectation. Thena
confused din from the river seemed to tell that the boat had arrived.
and presently a group approached the house—a black soldier
of the garrison, two or threc naked Bayansi, and Rawlings and
Hemingway.

“What does it mean, Justine?” And, naturally, Justine did not
({4 Sa‘.vy.”

'They waited in silence and suspense. Denise VVan Heemskerk
did not know why those minutes should seem like hours, and she
should feel a sickness as if her heart had ceased to beat.  All that
she had seen and heard were ordinary occurrences enough.  After-
wards she thought the shadow of what was coming must have falien
on her that night.

There were heavy steps outside, and a knock at the door.

“ Denise, ma mic! May I comein?”

In another moment she was at his side.

“ Chérie—there is trouble up the river. There i1s war between
two villages, and they have burnt down the American factory at
Yarukombe, and, it is believed, killed the trader living there. Some
natives who have escaped have come to bring the news.  They say
also—and, if true, this is very serious—that the Langa-Langa tribes
are joining together for a great raid, and collecting all their war-
canocs for an attack on the Bakoro—the people round here.”

“What will you do, Maurice?”

“I have given orders for the steam-launch of the station to be
got ready at once. I will leave with Duyzendaalders and all the
men we can take. The Rane Hortense must follow to-morrow, We
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up to the house, they thought the Place looked strangely deserted;
but from some unseen quarter rose a tumult of voices, dominated
now and then by piercing screams.

“ Captain Eschenbach—what is that? It is a woman’s voice.”

Eschenbach turned red and confused. He did not know—but
he guessed.

“ Come here,” said Rawlings to a passing Zanzibari. * What is
the matter?”

“Lenji-Lenji has been caught,” said the fellow, “and the great
master is ‘chicotting’ her.”

Denise knew enough Swahili to catch the sense of the words

“Who is Lenji-Lenji?’ she asked.

Both men turned redder than before, and looked foolishly at each
other. But Justine bent forward and whispered in her ear.

“ Come ! ” she said, taking Justine by the arm, and leading the way
round to the back of the house.

¢ But, madame,” stammered Eschenbach, *you must not—its
not fit——"

She looked at him gently, but her eyes were keen as a sword.

“ Hush !” she said, “I must.”

And they followed her.

In the open space outside the powder magazine a crowd va
gathered, so dense that it was impossible to see the object that had
drawn them together. Whatever it was, it was sending forth thoe
fearful, agonised shrieks, which Denise Van Heemskerk says she
hears, and will hear, in dreams, to the day of her death.

She approached the edge of the crowd.

‘“ Madame ! ” whispered Rawlings, ¢ don’t—for the love of God,
don’t. You must not see it.”

She turned, and took the young fellow’s hand.

“1 am a woman,” she said softly, *“and #4a? is a woman. Domt :
try to stand in my way.”

She dropped his hand’ and went straight forward, with the fie
of old Dominic de Gourgues flashing in her eyes. ¢ Let me pass’
she said quictly—and they madc way for her, till she saw what thee
true hearts had tried to save her from seeing.

She saw Louis-Valentin de Sainte-Aldegonde lazily stretchl
in his canvas chair, with Eyembo to fan him, and his boy on te
other side to hand him brandy and soda-water. And she sawf®
Haoussa soldiers, kneeling on the ground and holding down, byth
hands and fect, something that, twenty-four hours before, had bes
lithe, comely, bronze statue of a Bakumu girl. Now it was a bleed
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They turned and led her towards the house. Sainte-Aldegonde
stopped in their way, but she gave him one look that seemed to bum
right through him, and, as it were, waved him aside with a scarcely
perceptible motion of her head ; and, shameless as he was, he shrank
back like a whipped cur and let her pass.

They went indoors, and laid Lenji-Lenji down on madame’s own
bed, where her hurts were ministered to by tender hands, and she
heard words spoken which she knew were kind, though she could
not understand them, and wondered if she were in a dream. Madame
did not appear at dinner, but remained in her room for the rest of
the evening. The Chief, torn asunder by dread and uncertainty, in
view of the General’s possible return—for, after all, things might have
gone well, and the Reine Hortense have come up with him in time—
took counsel with himself, and sent a humble message asking madame
to grant him an interview and let him explain. She returned a curt
refusal.

So passed three sickening days of waiting. No news of the
General —but then he must be on the way, and would be at Mozimba
before his couriers could reach it. She left her apartment as litle
as possible, quartered lLenji-Lenji in a little room opening off it—
and only once met Sainte-Aldegonde. He came up to her on the
causeway through the rice fields, where she had gone to walk with
Justine, under Eschenbach’s escort, and in a jaunty manner, over.
powered at intervals by a sort of hang-dog sheepishness—began his
“ explanation.”

“ He regretted what had occurred—but madame was sensitive
and new to the country—and she did not know what miserable
wretches these women were——"

“ Monsieur,” she said, “ any one of those poor creatures is as good
a wife as you deserve --and #4a/ one is far too good for you.”

And with that she turned and left him, grinding his teeth and
clenching his fists in impotent rage.

That night the Princesse Marie came in. She arrived at mid-
night, when all was still in the station -they had steamed night and
day to get back. They had misscd the Reine Hortense altogether;
and Van Heemskerk was not with them.

“ Rawlings ! Rawlings !” said Hemingway as he stepped ashore,
and grasped his friend’s arm, “ yo# must tell her. Don’t, for Gods
sake, let 4sm ! There's been awful foul play somewhere !”

Rawlings had half heard, but did not know clearly—or wox/d not
know—what had happened.

“What is it? Where is the Governor?”
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he was—“I know I am dreaming, and I shall wake ; but it is se
stupid not to be able to wake when one likes. He was saying—
yes—— Justine ! what was he saying?”

“Oh, madame !—oh, Mam'’selle Denise !” sobbed Justine,
rocking to and fro.

“ Madame,” said poor, honest Rawlings, feeling as if he would
choke—*“can’t you tell us? Did he say anything about—about
General Van Heemskerk ?”

“M. le Général Van Heemskerk, Commandant de Charlotte-
ville, Gouverneur-Général de——" she ran on in a low, monotonous
tone.

“ Ah, madame, listen! These gentlemen have come to tell you
the truth! See now, messieurs—that lying scoundrel—may God
curse him !—has been telling madame that Monsieur le Générl
is dead—killed by those accursed pagans up the river. Say now it
is not true.”

“Ah, yes!” Her whole body worked convulsively, and she
burst into wild laughter, and then into tears. “He said they
killed him—tortured him to death. N’est.ce pas gque Cest ridicule,
Fustine 17

Hemingway came nearer, and spoke very low. He saw a gleam
of hope now.

“ That is not true, madame. God has taken him, but he died
in battle like a brave man—suddenly, without any suffering. I saw
him die, madame, and I know.”

Rawlings turned away and hid his face. Hemingway told her
all, very slowly and quietly ; and she sat with head bowed down, and
loose black hair streaming over her knees, while Justine knelt beside
her, and stroked her hands caressingly.

And at the end she lifted her head, and looked him right through
with her clear eyes, and said :

“Tell me, Mr. Hemingway, was there treackery ?

And, with those eyes upon him, he could not tell her less than
the truth: how the machinery had broken down at a critical
moment, just when the little vessel was aground on a sand-bank, and
the Langa-Langa canoes were swarming up on every side ; and how
the Reine Hortense had never come up with them at all. And then
he shuddered to see how white and terrible her face had grown.

“I know it now,” she said—* oh, I know! Mr. Rawlings, you
have seen, I think—1I do not want to have to say it—how he has
behaved to me. He knew—/Agped—that Maurice would never come
back. Oh, my God |\ whom can one trust, when men can be like

that?”
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STELLAR EVOLUTION.

AN interesting work on this subject was published by the late
Dr. Croll, the eminent geologist, a short time before his
decease. Adopting Laplace’s nebular theory of the origin of the
solar system, which has been either developed, criticised, or rejected
by other astronomers, Dr. Croll goes a step further back in time and
proceeds to consider the probable origin of the nebulous mass from
which the planetary system was originally evolved. This nebulous
mass he supposes to have been formed by the collision of two dark
bodies moving directly towards each other inspace with a high velocity.
A large proportion of the energy of motion thus arrested would, of
course, be instantly converted into heat, which would be sufficient to
transform into the gaseous state—at least on their surface—the
broken fragments of the colliding bodies. We have a familiar
example of motion thus converted into heat in the case of a bullet
striking an iron target, the heat caused by the concussion being suf-
ficient to raise the temperature of the bullet to a considerable degree.
In this case, however, the target being of so much greater mass than
the bullet, absorbs most of the developed heat, and being at rest,
the amount of heat generated in the bullet is not so great asif it
met another bullet moving in the opposite direction.

The first thing which strikes us in considering Dr. Croll’s theory
is the enormous velocity assumed—476 miles per second! The
greatest velocity we know of among the stars having large * proper
motions” is that of Arcturus, which, according to a somewhat
doubtful parallax, is speeding through space with the amazing velocity
of 368 miles a second, and p Cassiopeiz, for which a minute parallax
indicates a motion of 315 miles per second! The small star known
as 1830 Groombridge, aptly termed by Professor Newcomb “a
runaway star,” is—if the small parallax found for it (about one-tenth
of a second of arc) can be relied upon—moving with a velocity of
over 200 miles per second. These are velocities at right anglesto
the line of sight. The stars may have also a motion s» the line of
sight, which would of course increase the above velocities. Since
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With reference to the fragments produced by the supposed
collision, Dr. Croll considers that it would be ¢highly improbable,
if not impossible, that the whole of the fragments projected outwards
with such velocity should be converted into the gaseous condition.”
Many of the smaller fragments would pass away into outer space,
thus forming meteorites, which on this theory must be looked upon
as “the offspring of sidereal masses, and not their parents, as Mr.
Lockyer concludes.” Comets also he considers to have had a similar
originn He admits, however, that some meteorites may have come
from other systems.

A necessary assumption of Dr. Croll’s theory is that the stars
are moving in all directions with various velocities “in perfectly
straight lines, and not in definite orbits of any kind.” He says, “So
far as observation has yet determined, all these conditions seem to be
fulfilled.” But are we justified in assuming that the stars are moving
in straight lines? It is true certainly that the observed proper
motion of stars is apparent/y in a straight line, except in a few cases,
like Sirius and Procyon, in which irregularities exist, the cause of
which has only been partially explained. But should we therefore
assume that the motion is really rectilinear? The small arc described
in the comparatively limited number of years during which observa:
tions of this kind have been made leaves it, I think, an open question
whether the motion is really in a straight line, or whether the short
linc of motion hitherto observed is really the small arc of a gigantic
orbit described round some, as yet unknown, centre.

Tothe stars mentioned by Dr. Croll ashaving large proper motions,
may be added Lacaille 9352, a Southern star, which, with a proper
motion of nearly 7 seconds of arc per annum, stands next in order
of rapid motion to 1830 Groombridge, Gould 32416, which has an
annual motion of 6°1 seconds, and the triple star 40 Eridani, of which
the proper motion is 407 seconds. As Professor Asaph Hall says,
“Although the parallax of thestar introduces considerable uncertainty”
into the computed velocities, “yet we already know enough to be sure
that these velocities are very great. Some of them are comparable
to that of a comet in close proximity tooursun. But in most cases
there is no visible object near the one in motion to which we ca
ascribe an attractive force, acting according to the Newtonian la,
which would produce the velocity observed, unless we assume
enormous velocities.”

Dr. Croll lays stress on “the enormous space occupied by
nebule.” Some of these wonderful objects are certainly of vs

proportions. The large ¢ planetary” nebula in Ursa Major, knows
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light of the nebul® as chiefly due to the enormous space occupied by
these bodies, and computes that their density does not probably
exceed i, ‘“that of hydrogen at ordinary temperature and
pressure,” a calculation which 1 find to be correct. The guantity,
therefore, of light would be very small, “resembling very much the
electric light in a vacuum tube.”

Dr. Croll considers that the phenomena of temporary stars, such
as those of 1572, 1604, and 1876, are due to the collision of a star
with one of the dark bodies, or with a swarm of meteorites. The
continuance of visibility was, however, of varying duration in the
recorded examples of these wonderful objects ; those of 1572 and
1604 remaining bright for over a year, while the maximum brilliancy
of those of 1866 and 1876 was only sustained for a few days,
or probably hours. His theory will also have to account for the
remarkable fact noted by Sir John Herschel, ‘“that all stars of this
kind on record, of which the places are distinctly indicated, have
occurred, without exception, in or close upon the borders of the Milky
Way, and that only within the following semicircle, the preceding
having offered no example of the kind.” Since this was written,
however, a notable exception to this rule occurred in the case of the
temporary star of 1866, which so suddenly blazed out in Corona
Borealis on May 12 of that year. But this star is itself an exception
to the general rule, inasmuch as it was an outburst of a small star
previously £nown to astronomers. The temporary star of 1876, how-
ever, conformed to Herschel’s rule, as it appeared in the Milky Way
near p Cygni. The fact of this star having apparently faded into
a small planetary nebula seems in favour of Dr. Croll’s hypothesis.

Star clusters are explained by Dr. Croll on the supposition that,
in some cases, the fragments resulting from the collision would be so
“widely distributed through space” as to *“prevent a nebula con-
densing into a single mass.” The separate fragments would “gradually
condense into separate stars, which would finally assume the condi-
tions of a cluster.” I presume that Dr. Croll refers more especialty
to the “ globular clusters ” rather than to those in which the com-
ponents are more widely scattered, and certainly a satisfactory theory
of the origin of these wonderful * balls of stars” is a desideratum in
sidereal astronomy.

Sir W. Thomson’s conclusion that twelve millions of years is the
maximum period which can be allowed on the gravitation theory for
the duration of the sun’s heat in past time, and the apparent
inadequacy of this period to meet the views of geologists as to the
duration of life on the earth, seems also in favour of Dr. Croll’s theory. J
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draining a country ‘which may be regarded as in every way
resembling the average condition of the earth’s surface ” ; and from
experiments made by Messrs. Humphreys and Abbott on the amount
of sediment annually carried down to the sea by this river, he arrives
at the conclusion that one foot in 6,000 years may  be safely taken
as the average rate of denudation of the whole surface of the globe.”
As, however, the area of the water surface is three times that of the
land, this amount would be equivalent to a layer, three inches thick,
spread over the whole globe.

Assuming then, that the average rate of denudation in past
geological ages did not materially differ from what it is at present,
and that the total quantity of stratified rock would, if uniformly
spread over the whole globe, form a layer 1,000 feet in thickness, we
have a total period of 1,000 multiplied by 6,000 multiplied by four,
or 24 millions of years. This, however, only represents the time
necessary to deposit the rocks which have been formed by
denudation from older rocks, and these again from rocks of still
greater antiquity. Assuming that the existing stratified rocks have
thus passed three times through denudation and deposition, we have
a period of 72 million years.

Dr. Haughton, calculating from the observed thickness of the
rocks down to the Miocene Tertiary, and assuming a period of 8616
years foreach foot deposited on the ocean bed, finds, for the age of
the stratified rocks, a period of 1,526,750,000 years ! Assuming the
rate of denudation, however, as ten times greater in ancient times
than at present, and adding one-third for the period since the
Miocene Tertiary, he arrives ata final result of 200 millions of years!
Dr. Croll doubts the validity of Professor Haughton’s assumptions,
especially the total thickness he assumes, namely, 177,200 feet, or
over 33 miles. |

Mr. A. R. Wallace, adopting Dr. Haughton’s thickness, but
assuming the sediment to be deposited along a belt of 30 miles wide
round the whole coast-line of the globe, finds, with an assumed denu-
dation of one foot in 3,000 years, a period of 28 million years. This,
however, on Dr. Croll’s assumption of re-formation and denudation
repeated several times, would be merely a fraction of the time
required.

Dr. Croll further shows from the evidence of remarkable * faults”
in various parts of the world, with ¢ downthrows ” ranging from 3,000
to 20,000 feet, thc enormous amount of solid rock which must have
been denuded off the surface of the earth during the progress of
geological history. He estimates that three miles of rock have been
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THE INNS OF COURT.

HE Norman Conquest brought to this country a swarm of ad-
venturers, amongst whom the most notable were lawyers, from
the other side of the English Channel. These were for the most
part Norman clergy and members of religious confraternities, whose
numbers comprised the best educated men of the time, or, at any
rate, the men who had the greatest opportunities of improving their
minds in all matters of science and learning. The English laity
must have regarded these new-comers, of foreign language, foreign
manners, and foreign customs, with the same mixture of wonder and
contempt as did the rustics the voluble Cheap Jack at the country
fair—beings, in fact, whom they could not understand, but who they
felt certain were trying to outwit them. In course of time these
alien clerics elbowed their way into all the best posts in the English
monasteries, universities, and courts of justice, and used their very
best endeavours to crush out of existence the common law of
England—that ancient collection of unwritten traditions and customs
which none but a native could appreciate, and for which they
naturally had no sympathy—and strove to introduce in its place the
civil code of the old Roman Empire, and its offspring, the canon law
of the Catholic Church. This was the beginning of a long struggle
between the promoters of the two systems of jurisprudence. On one
side was ranged the powerfully organised body of ecclesiastics, on
the other the laity, nobles and commons, and a sprinkling of
Churchmen.

In the reign of Henry IIL., however, the clergy were forbidden
by authority of the Church to act as advocates in the secular courts,
unless as representing their own private interests or those of the
destitute. Very unwillingly, we may be sure, the clerics retired from
a practice that had gotten them much gain, and not a few whose
consciences were sufficiently elastic took advantage of the obvious
loophole of escape from the ecclesiastical prohibition, and continued
to appear to plead the cause of “the destitute ” in foro seculari. To
cut a long story short, the tonsured practitioner gradually became 2
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guilds or associations of lawyers found it desirable to obtain leases of
houses in which they could board and lodge their apprentices. A
similar practice formerly prevailed in the Universities of Oxford and
Cambridge, where students were lodged in inns and hostels, in which
they were more amenable to discipline and less liable to be imposed
upon and taken advantage of by unscrupulous persons. As time
went on and numbers increased, halls were built, in which members
of the Societies could meet and dine together, for amongst the English
dinner has always been the great event of the day. These halls are
so intimately connected with the history of the Inns that a short
description of them appears necessary. Across the middle of the
building ran a railing or barrier of wood—the bar, as it was usually
called—and within it, at the lower end of the hall, was a space reserved
for the apprentices or students of the Society, who are sometimes
referred to as “inner barristers,” though they were not barristers in
the modern sense of the word. The upper end of the hall was occupied
by a dais, where sat the “ Ancients” of the guild on benches of honour,
from which, presumably, they obtained the name of * Benchers”
From time to time the ancients were in the habit of summoning to
the bar of the hall those of the apprentices who had served the neces-
sary period of probation and attained to a certain standard of know-
ledge in their profession. Members of this superior grade of appren-
tices were designated agprentiai ad barros—apprentices at the bar—
and were thenceforth entitled to take their seats in hall on the outer
side (with reference to the common herd of apprentices) of the hall
barrier, and hence in future their more usual designation came to be
outer, or utter barristers. After dinner (or supper as it was more
properly called), ‘““moots” were held in the hall for the instruction of
the apprentices. They were a sort of imaginary cause or mock trial,
argued out in solemn form, the ancients on the bench representing
the judges, and the apprentices, standing at the bar of the hall, the
advocates.

In their origin the Inns were no doubt independent associations,
but in course of time, as we shall presently see, four of them—
Lincoln’s Inn, the Inner Temple, the Middle Temple, and Gray's
Inn—took a prominent and leading place among them, and were
specially distinguished as Inns of Court, while the lesser Societies, ot
Inns of Chancery, became subsidiary to and dependent upon the
former, and, according to some accounts, formed a sort of ¢¢ prepara-
tory school for young gentlemen ” intending to proceed to admission
at one of the Inns of Court.

The Inns of Court, of course, derive their name from their inti-
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such other accomplishments and diversions (which are called Revels) as are
suitable to their quality, and such as are usually practised at Court. At other
times out of term, the greater part apply themselves to the study of the law.
Upon festival days, and after the offices of the Church are over, they employ
themselves in the study of sacred and prophane history. Here everything which
is good and virtuous is to be leamed, all vice is discouraged and banished, so
that knights, barons, and the greatest nobility of the kingdom, often place their
children in those Inns of Court, not so much to make the laws their study, much
less to live by the profession (having large patrimonies of their own), but to form
their manners and to preserve them from the contagion of vice. The discipline
is so excellent, that there is scarce ever known to be any picques or differences,
any bickerings or disturbances amongst them. The only way they have of
punishing delinquents, is by expelling them from the Society, which punish-
ment they dread more than criminals do imprisonment and irons, for he who
is expelled out of one Society is never taken in by any of the others. . ..
The laws are studied in a place situated near the King’s Palace at West.
minster, where the courts of law are held. Here in Term time the students of
the law attend in great numbers as it were to public schools, and are there
instructed in all sorts of law learning and in the practice of the Courts. The
situation of the place where they study (sfudium) is between Westminster and the
City of London. The place of study is not in the heart of the city itself, where
the great confluence and multitude of the inhabitants might disturb them in their
studies, but in a private place, separate and distinct by itself, in the suburbs near
to the Courts of Justice aforesaid, that the students at their lieusure may daily and
duly attend with the greatest ease and convenience.”

The *‘grave old knight” was evidently an “old soldier,” and
determined that his story should not be spoilt for want of a little
exaggeration. The fulsome and highly-coloured description of the
discipline and virtues of the students must be taken cum grano salis,
for we learn from other sources that, both before and after this
account, these pious young gentlemen, like students in other parts of
the country, often came to blows with the citizens, and these collisions
generally ended in broken heads and occasional loss of life.

Mr. Serjeant Pulling, in his amusing and learned work, * The
Order of the Coif,” throws great doubts on the genuineness of that
chapter of the *“ De Laudibus” which describes the Inns of Count,
and sees in the picture there drawn the touches of a later hand than
Fortescue’s. But his strictures, if I may venture to say so, seem
unnecessarily severe. For instance, his objection that there could
not have been 1,800 students in Fortescue’s time, because there were
not so many in Coke’s, is not a fatal one ; and his further objection,
that such large numbers could not possibly have been accommodated
in the Inns, does not take into account the statement that they were
not all in residence. Besides, the discrepancy which he alleges to
exist between one statement that there were fourteen Inns, and
another that there was but one place of study, admits of explanation.
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The ancient Order of Serjeants has nearly become extinct. Their
place, as “leaders” in court, has been taken by the Queen’s
Counsel, a class of comparatively recent creation. The “Q.C.”
when called “within the bar” (which here means the bar of the
court of justice, not the bar of the Society’s dining-hall, to which
he has been previously called as a junior), is said to *take silk,”
because he thenceforth wears a robe of black silk instead of the
stuff gown of the junior barrister.

It was during the period of the Reformation that the dress of
junior counsel assumed the sober hues which it retains at present.
A writer of the year 1602 tells us that in former times the
counsellors were in the habit of wearing long gowns (probably
black) faced with satin and yellow cotton, while the benchers of
the Inns of Court wore robes trimmed with genet fur. * But now,”
he says, “ they are come to such pride and fantastickness that everyone
must have a velvet face, and fur tricked with lace.” This does not
sound very extravagant, but we little know what Puritanism was in
those days. He goes on to tell a story of a learned judge of
Elizabeth’s reign who, seeing an “ odd counsellor ” come into court
with one of these new-fangled gowns, addressed the astonished
wearer in these words, “ Quomodo intrasti, domine, non habens
vestemn nupcialem ? "—“ Get you from the bar, or I will put you
from the bar for your foolish pride ! ”

About the time of the Restoration, the abominable and savage
custom of wearing long hair became very prevalent. Then came
powdered wigs, and the perruguiers vied with one another in
producing hideous caricatures of head-dress, and some wonderful
specimens of their art continue to adorn the crania of counsel to
this day.

We have heard what old Fortescue has to tell us. If we would
follow the student further in his legal career, we must turn to the
works of Sir Edward Coke and John Stow, who wrote in Queen
~ Elizabeth’s reign, a century and a quarter later than the period we
have just been considering. The students of the Inns of Court were
then, as we learn, called “mootmen,” from the fact of their arguing
moots and rcaders’ cases, the meaning of which terms will be
presently explained. After eight years’ study, during which they
frequented readings, meetings (?mootings), boltings, and other
learned exercises, they were called by the benchers of their Inn to
the degree of “utter barrister,” after which they could practise as
“ common counsellors” at the bar of the courts or in chamber:.
Utter barristers of twelve to fifteen years’ standing were elected by
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seats on ‘“‘the bench ” at the upper end of the hall. Facing them
sat two utter barristers and two inner barristers (students), on a form
placed at “the bar ” in the middle of the building.

One of the inner barristers then opened an imaginary case, address-
ing the benchers in law French on behalf of the plaintiff. He had pre-
viously learnt his speech by heart. The other student then addressed
them on behalf of the imaginary defendant. The two utter barristers
followed on either side, and the benchers finally gave their decision.

Readers’ cases, or putting of cases, were similar proceed:ings on
the same occasions, a doubtful question being propounded by the
Reader and argued in due form.

“ Boltings ” were less formal arguments than moots, but of the
same nature, and conducted in private. Hence probably the name,
though several learned but wild denivations have been given.

Stow, in his “ Survey of London,” gives the following list of the
Inns in the days of *“ Good Queen Bess ” :

WITHIN THE LIBERTIES OF THE CITY.

(1) Serjeants’ Inn in Fleet Street. . .

(2) Serjeants’ Inn in Chancery Lane. For judges and serjeants only.
((i; 11.-:: ;ln;:l;hi.megl;l e } In Fleet Street, houses of Court.

(5) Clifford’s Inn in Fleet Street. )
(6) Thavies’ Inn in Oldborne.
(7) Furnival's Inn in Oldborne. - Houses of Chancery.
(8) Barmard's Inn in Oldborne,
(9) Staple Inn in Oldbomne.

J

WITHOUT THE LIBERTIES OF THE CITY,
(10) Gray's Inn in Oldborne.
(11) Lincoln’s Inn in Chancery Lane, by the Old } Houses of Court.
Temple in Oldborne.

's Inn.
(12) Clement's lnn } Houses of Charcery without Temple Bar, in the

(13) New Inn. Liberty of Westminster.

(14) Lyon's Inn.

(15) There was sometime an Inn of serjeants in Oldborne, as you may read of
Scrop’s Inn over against St. Andrew’s Church,

(16) There was also one other Inn of Chancery called ¢ Chester’s Inn,” for the
neammess to the Bishop of Chester’s house, but more commonly termed ¢¢Strand
Inn,” for that it stood in Strand Street and near unto Strand Bridge, without
Temple Bar, in the Liberty of the Duchy of Lancaster. This Inn of Chancery,
with other houses near adjoining, were pulled down in the reign of Edward VI,
by Edward, Duke of Somerset, who, in place thereof, raised that large and
beautiful house, but yet unfinished, called Somerset House.

(17) There was, moreover, a tenth house of Chancery, mentioned by Justice
Fortescue in his book of the laws of England, but where it stood, or wi
abandoned, I cannot find.
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In Queen Elizabetks resgn—

No fellow is to wear any sword or buckler [fancy a barrister carrying 2
buckler !], or to cause the same to be borne after him into the town.

No one is to wear a beard of more than a fortnight’s growth. For a third
offence against this order he is to be expelled from the Society.

Any fellow who wears a hat in hall or chapel, er who goes abroad without his
gown, or wears long hair, or great rufis, is to be put out of commons. [That is,
he must dine by himself.] And any commoner or repaster appearing in the pre-
cincts of the Inn in cloak, boots, spurs, or long hair, is to be fined five shillings
and put out of commons.

The sportings, late watchings, and exercises, annually performed on *‘ hunting
night,” are to be discontinued, and the custom of the members to repairona
certain day to Kentish Town, and there to dine and indulge in sports, is in future
to cease.

The Puritanical spirit of the foreign Protestants seems to have in-
fected the Masters of the Bench at this period. Kentish Town was

then a rural village on the road to Highgate.

In James 1's reign—

The under barristers are to be put out of commons, by decimation, for refus-
ing to dance in hall on Candlemas Day, when the judges were present, and if it

occurs again they are to be disbarred.

That was going to the other extreme. There appears to have
been a strike amongst the junior members of the Inn.

Much dramatic talent seems to have existed amongst “the
gentlemen of the long robe,” and among other amusements in vogue
were Masques, or plays, composed and acted by the members of the
various Inns. These private theatricals were sometimes performed
in the presence of royalty, and occasionally several of the Inns com-
bined in order to increase the splendour of the representations.

In 1525 one of these plays, written by a certain Serjeant Roo,
and acted at Gray’s Inn “ with rich and costly apparel, and strange
devises and maskes and morrishes,” gave great offence to Cardinal
Wolsey, who saw in it an attempt to bring him into ridicule. So,
sending in great wrath for the learned author, he deprived him of
his coif, and sent him, together with one of the young gentlemen who
acted in the play, to prison at the Fleet.

“ The Tragedie of Ferrex and Porrex,” one of the earliest English
tragedics in existence, was written by two barristers of the Inner
Temple, and played, on January 13, 1561, before Queen Elizabeth
at Westminster Hall, by members of the last-mentioned Society.
The acts are preceded by dumb shows and close with choruses.

Some years later *“The Inner Temple Masque,” composed by *
member, was played in the hall, when scenery was used repr
sea-cliffs, on which syrens reposed.
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at all the Inns of Court and Chancery, were ‘ Revels,” which were
held in the halls in the presence of the benchers, and sometimes the
judges. A “ Master of the Revels” (magister jocorum), nicknamed
*“ Lord of Misrule,” presided over the sports of the year. At Lincoln’s
Inn, in Henry V1.’s time, they were ordered to be held four times a
year, on the feasts of All-Hallows, St. Erkenwald, the Punfication of
our Lady, and Midsummer Day.

At the same Inn (/emp. Henry VI1II1.) it was further ordered that
““ whoever was chosen king on Christmas Day should be in his place,
and that the King of the Cockneys, elected on Childermas Day, should
sit and have due service, but he and his officers were not to meddle
with the buttery!”

Grand revels were held at the Inner Temple early in Queen
Elizabeth’s reign. One of the students, Robert Dudley (afterwards
Earl of Leicester), was appointed Marshal, with the titles of
‘ Pallaphilos,” ¢ Patron of the Honourable Order of Pegasus” (in
reference to the arms of the Inn), &c. Christopher Hatton (after-
wards Lord Chancellor), who has given its name to Hatton Garden,
was magister jocorum. ‘The sports, feasting, and dancing occupied
several days, amid the beating of drums, braying of trumpets, and
firing of guns,

These revels appear from all accounts to have been very
childish affairs. But the old lawyers were blessed with a greater
stock of animal spirits, took their pleasure less sadly, and enjoyed
life more thoroughly than their successors of to-day. The club and
the theatre supply counter-attractions to dinner in hall, masque, and
revel in these degenerate days.

It is not likely, for the present at all events, that the Inns of
Court will perish for lack of members. A glance at the formidable
and ever-increasiny array of counsel in the Law List should be enough
to convince the most optimistic young man that there is hardly room
to stand at the Bar, and certainly not enough briefs to go round,
for * what are they among so many ?” The courts are thronged with
barristers who cannot attend to their clients because their clients will
not attend to them. But, with all these dreadful warnings staring
them in the face, students continue to crowd the avenues which lead
to Bar and Bench, and resemble nothing so much as those “bold
fish,” the perch, which old Izaak Walton, a quondam denizen of
Chancery Lane, compares to *‘ the wicked of the earth, who are not
afraid though their fellows and companions perish in their sight!”

THOMAS H. B, GRAHAM,
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desire for shelter disturbs the even tenor of their way, many birds
habitually travel by aerial paths as circuitous and almost as narrow in
limits as is the run of a hare. A covey of partridges, when called
together by the old birds and bidden to go to bed, will night after
night fly over exactly the same part of a hedge, and then take exactly
the same swerve to the right and left before ‘ juggling down ” to
roost. Wood-pigeons, flying home after their evening drink of water,
will, unless shot at or otherwise disturbed, always take the same
curve in the air and pass over the same trees. And in their flight
not only is the same lateral curve adhered to, but the varations
in altitude at different points are regularly preserved. It is probable
that these deviations from the straight course, both horizontal and
vertical, are dictated by fear of surprise. A pigeon is an exceedingly
cautious bird, and likes to know that no gunner is on the far
side of a hedge before he flies over it. If the hedge be a low one,
he can ascertain this at a safe distance while flying at no great
elevation. If, however, the hedge be high, the pigeon cannot see
what may be behind it until he is almost over the hedge, and there-
fore, to avoid surprise, he must fly at a greater altitude. In the same
way he allows a wide margin laterally in turning the comner of a
wood or hill. This circuitous flight is in strong contrast with that
of a bird equally suspicious and cautious—the carrion-crow. The
expression ““ as the crow flies” has become a proverbial equivalent
to “in a straight line.” It must, however, be remembered that the
habitat of the crow is in wild and unfrequented places, and that,
when on his marauding expeditions he passes over more populous
parts, he travels at a height from which he can laugh at gunners.
A rock-pigeon, flying from one mountain-top to another, usually flies
nearly parallel to the ground, dipping with the valley and rising again
with the slope of the mountain for whose summit he is bound. At
first impression this would seem to be a waste of labour. Why
should the bird (so to speak) go down hill only to go up again? A
little consideration will, however, at once suggest the reason. The
air at great altitudes is sensibly rarefied. The ratio of the specific
gravity of the bird to that of the air is therefore much increased at
high elevations. At the same time the rarefied air yields less resist-
ance to the stroke of the wings. It is probable, therefore, that the
effort required for a short flight at a great altitude exceeds that
required to cover a much longer distance at a lower level. So far we
have been able to give a conjectural reason for the apparent vagaries
in the flight of birds.

But why do rooks before going to bed always dance a wild quad-

F
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to procure such specimens as I might desire to have. The keeper,
on reading the letter, said that there was no fly up, and that he feared
he should be unable to get the fish until a quarter or twenty minutes
past six that evening. Fixing a precise time for the capture of the
trout awakened my curiosity, which was still further excited by the
evident reluctance on the keeper’s part to allow me to accompany
him. Alittle “ palm oil,” however, eased the friction, and we parted—
I lighter in spirits, the keeper heavier in pocket, and both agreed to
meet again at six o’clock sharp.

On leisurely approaching the keeper’s cottage at a quarter to six,
I was surprised to see a red pocket-handkerchief fluttering in the
breeze. It was fastened to the top ring of a long bamboo fishing-rod
that leant against the porch of the door. I quickened my steps,
thinking the fish must have advanced their dinner-hour, and that the
flag had been hoisted as a signal for the immediate attack. By the rod
stood a large landing-net with a long handle. In the porch sat the
keeper, smoking a long clay pipe. On my arrival he partly rose, and
motioning me to take a seat beside him on the bench, remarked that
the mill had not yet stopped working. Apparently satisfied that this
explanation was all that could be reasonably expected, he continued
to smoke in silence. At last the murmur of the distant mill ceased
The ashes of the pipe were deliberately tapped out ; the rod and
landing-net were shouldered, and the march began. Following the
downward course of the river, we came to a small tributary. We
proceeded some little way up the bank of this stream till we came to
a sharp curve. Here the keeper gave me the rod and my instruc-
tions. I was to go inland, keeping out of sight of any fish in the
water, till 1 again met the stream fifty yards higher up. There I was
to extend the rod horizontally over the water, and following the course
of the stream, to walk slowly down towards him. Having given me
these directions, he knelt down and extended the net as far as he
could reach, dipping it under the surface of the water close to a bed
of weeds on the farther side of the stream, the mouth of the net
facing up stream. I followed my instructions, wondering what was
to be the result.

The net could not have measured more than eighteen inches in
diameter. The width of the stream at the point where the keeper
knelt was at least nine feet. Allowing two or even three feet for the
weeds, there still remained a passage of four and a half feet unob-
structed by either weeds or net.

Was it probable that so sharp-sighted, active a fish as a trout
would swim into the net when there was plenty of room to pas ]
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turpentine seemed to have no effect beyond increasing the restless
activity of these irritating settlers. At last in despair I threw my
rug down on an ant-hill. In less than half an hour every flea and
objectionable parasite was eaten, but the rug was full of ants. I
therefore hung it on a mimosa bush, and as soon as the ants found
they were suspended they hastened to leave the rug, and descended
by the bush as best they could.

Again, I had killed a snake in Tasmania, and wished to clean and
bleach the skeleton, which I intended to have mounted as a necklace.
I left the body near an ants’ nest. In a few hours there was not a
vestige of flesh on the bones. The sun soon did the rest.

But I am digressing; to return to our paths. Ants I found
usually left their nests by one and the same road. In some cases
this road was distinctly marked—the [herbage having been bitten or
trodden down. In other cases its course could not be distinguished
from the surrounding ground, but yet this course was, as far as my
observation went, invariably followed.

When the ants issued forth in large numbers on some hunting
or hostile expedition, they would advance in a compact body fora
certain distance, and then break into two separate divisions. These
divisions would diverge for a few feet and then march on parallel
lines for some distance, when they would again converge and resume
the march in a compact body. I had the opportunity of watching
this manceuvre performed by the same tribe of ants on several
occasions, and as nearly as I could tell the change of formation took
place each time at exactly the same spot.

We shall not have to go so far from home to find the second
and last insect to whose tactics I shall call attention.

This is none other than the mason-bee (Osmia bicornss), whose
aerial path, it will be seen, differs entirely from the well-known direct
course pursued by the common honey-bee (Apis mellsfica), whence
we get the expression a “ bee-line.”

I fear the value of my observations will be depreciated if I
confess (as the fact is) that I at first took this bee for a solitary wasp.
Its flight, however, I marked carefully. On leaving the nest it was
engaged in constructing, it flew in a straight line to a clay bank some
twenty yards off. On returning with its load of cement it proceeded
by a circuitous route, which I can best describe by saying it suggested
a figure of 8 placed at right angles to a corkscrew, the point of the
latter terminating in a hole between the stones of an old wall which
formed the entrance to the nest.

I watched this insect come and go many times, and ¥ could
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distinguish no variation in its course. Probably this circuitous flight
was intended to deceive the ichneumon-fly or some other insect
pirate, or perhaps the bee was aware of my presence and suspicious
of my intentions. If so, T must confess the insect had good reason
for its suspicions. I had, as I have already said in the first instance,
mistaken it for a wasp, and my intention had been to catch it and
impale it on a hook as a bait for chubb.

And now I must conclude these notes with the hope that some

naturalist will furnish a clue to the labyrinth of *invisible paths ” into
which I have wandered.

BASIL FIELD.
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BEFORE EMANCIPATION IN THE
DUICH WEST INDIES.

“ HE poet,” said somebody recently, ‘is more than man ; the
gipsy, less.” The world outlives both, so it’s hard to say
which has the advantage. The laws anent vagabondism are daily
being more strictly enforced in both hemispheres ; and we elder
Bohemians look back somewhat regretfully on the old days when we
roamed pretty well at our own sweet will over certain parts of the
newer continent ; when we did 7o/ do the herring-pond in six days;
when alien legislation was as yet unborn ; and when the British
public still consumed sugar which was not conjured out of rags and
bones and all their next-of-kin. We did things perhaps more
lethargically then ; or, at least, a little less electrically. The “ Ocean
Sea ” that chilled the hearts of the little Huelvan expedition in the
sixteenth century, had a few terrors still for us. We traversed it in
six weeks. But I think we had our compensations. We had time to
look upon the ever-marvellous sea ; one day sweet, and calm, and
gently blue, like the eye of an English child ; the next green, deep
and strong, panting with heaving bosom, or moaning like a colossal
soul in sorrow ; or, in the grey moonlight, rocking itself to and fro
in the clear starlit air, keeping time with faultless, unmerciful beat
to the death-chant of its victims. Seeing day by day this mighty
ocean, the feverish earnestness of its upheavings, the pure dispassion
of its calm, one felt strength come unto one from that almighty symbol
of the Strong. One was, I think, prepared to wend on the worldly
way, not unconscious of the mystery nor of the holiness of living.

I was a very young fellow when I first went out to Surinam. I
have not been what I call “a very young fellow ” for, anyhow, fifty
years now, so that the survey 1 am taking is a fairly comprehensive
one. Plantation life did not then hold out anything very seductive
to my imagination. I considercd cotton one of the planet's least
romantic necessities. But it had been decided in family coundil,
firstly, that someone ought to go out and work the place ; secondly,
that this someone ought to be myself. So I shipped from Hull to
Rotterdam, and thence, per Hollander, to Paramaribo.
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ately sent along with him a clerk from the lawyer’s office, whose
business had necessitated his picking up a slight knowledge of the
British tongue. This knowledge appeared to me to be of the school-
girl French type, which is generally found impossible on reaching
Calais. With them was the mulatto boy, George, who was to be my
servant. While Fles, the clerk, and I aired our linguistic attainments,
George did interpreter every now and then in Negro-English, untl
I found I understood him better than anybody, and that he and I
got along beautifully. At home I had picked up a smattering of
several languages, and this Negro-English, so simple in its delicious
jumble of all tongues under the sun—Spanish, English, Dutch,
French, African, and Tamil, all beautifully grammarless and in-
flectionless—charmed me as the very language of vagabondism. To
the end of my connection with the colony, people who could not
talk English or French with me had just to put up with Negro-
English, which was understood by everybody, black and white.
Even the Governor’s wife, whose eyes and diamonds rivalled each
other, did me that gracious condescension. She had forgotten her
French verbs and had never learnt English ones, and Dutch—that
language of the pig-sty—1I neither could nor would talk.

This George, of whom I speak, had a history and an uncommonly
fine figure. By some chance or other his father was a white man
who had been captain of a coaster between Cayenne and the
Essequibo. This person had several times seen his son, and was
industriously saving enough to buy him of our manager, when his
ship went down one dark night on the reefs at the mouth of the
Saramaca. In accordance with the Dutch West Indian custom with
regard to mulattoes, George was not put in the field, but trained as
a housc-servant. A more perfect valet and waiter was not to be
found in Europe. It is a pleasant feeling to me now to remember
that George had not to wait for emancipation to get his free papers.

One of the many things that surprised me a good deal that first
week in Paramaribo happened one evening after dinner. My host
and I were smoking in the gallery, when up rushed three or four
young men, pushed unceremoniously aside the glass swings, helped
themselves liberally to cigars and tobacco, and laughingly decamped.
These, I was informed, were the patrols—gentlemen of Paramaribo
who, in rclays, guarded the streets a certain number of hours in the
night. I began to see that a slave colony had its drawbacks. Pre-
caution of that sort is troublesome. A few days later I had another
surprise—a more revolting one. I had gathered from stray gossip
an inkling of what I guessed to be a sort of tragedy coming off. But |
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curses on the white men with the rattling tattoo of the government
drums.

1 was not sorry to find myself, after a considerable stay in town,
in a tent-boat on the Saramaca, en route for plantation. The
country watered by the Saramaca is generally flat, and the landscape
possesses few objects of interest. But the glory of the scene is
supplied by the gorgeous vegetation. All along the river-course its
shores are lined with brilliant labyrinths of cacti and algaroba, while
high above their masses of glowing colour floats the delicious green
shade of the palm-branches, whose graceful shafts shoot up,
glistening and straight, amid the huge trunks of a multitude of
forest giants. Every here and there a vista of canal opens up a
fresh avenue of floral magnificence and variety of foliage. Through
the tropical haze of the lime-perfumed atmosphere the brilliant
bodies of the scarlet flamingoes rock and sway in the marshy
shallows amid the blinding sunshine, for in the distance their legs
are indiscernible. In the radiance of the shafts of golden light that
penetrate the green forest fastnesses, myriads of birds, great and
small, dart and gyrate their dazzling forms in the scintillating ray-
stream. Only now and then the rippling trail of a water-snake is
cast alongside the boat, or the lily-laden surface of the river is dis-
figured by the hideous jaw-bone that belongs to nothing in the
world but the alligator.

We were about half a day’s journey down river, when, suddenly
and with great alacrity, the negro boatmen put about and backed
into the nearest creek. This, 1 found, was to avoid the passing of
the leprosy-boat—with its heavily-flapping white sails and black
awnings—on its way from town to the leprosy-grounds. On a future
occasion I was to have the privilege of visiting that beautiful abode
of loathsomeness, and receiving the hospitality of the devoted
fathers who had retired there. The work of the priest-in-charge of
this Dutch leper asylum was hardly such as that of Father Damien
at Molokai, for here the clergyman had his own residence, apart
in a certain degree from contagion, although within the grounds.
Cure of a disease, then universally supposed to be incurable, was
never attempted. But the comfort of the unhappy creatures was
carefully and kindly ministered to, and the pastor preached to
them from the flower-enwreathed terrace. Direct contact with his
afflicted flock was not desired—nor even sanctioned—by his
authorities. Yet I have heard of many cases of true heroism on the
part of those brave sons of the Church who have voluntarily chosen
such a pastorate. "We had more than once our own contribution of
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I remember. In the depressing state of things_she had forgot-
ten she lived in a British colony, had struck a saucy negress, and
was now bherself smarting under the consequent five-dollar fine.
Howerver, she was able to tell me of the captain of a little coaster who
might be persuaded to drop me down at our creek as fast as could
be.and next afternoon saw me on Santa Sarita. Months after I looked
rather ruefully at the detailed item chronicled in the plantation books.
While on the subject of mulatto hostesses—we had a treasure in
our Miss Susie at Paramaribo. The most surprising dinners in the
most surprisingly short time could that talented manageress send you
in. Her house was perfect. The polished floors were an invitation
to vanity. The huge beds, with their multitudinous down-pillows
and ample mosquito-net. were castles of indolence. No doctor
could surpass Miss Susie in the knowledge and treatment of diseases
peculiar to the colony. The coloured women used to be vastly
learned in simples. I have known many of them who, as herbalists,
deserved diplomas. Rare was the case of snake-poisoning, sun-
stroke, or fever, to which Miss Susie was unequal. I myself owe
much to her of a magnificent recovery from an attack of that fiend
of the Guiana coast—Yellow Jack. Still my case retires before the
experience of a young Englishman fresh out from Dorsetshire some
forty-five years ago. His people owned an estate in the colony, and,
like myself, on him had fallen the lot of representing his family
among the Hollanders. He had only been a week or two in Pana
maribo when he took malignant fever. We were then atrociously oft
for doctors—not so much as to number—for I can recollect two
or three impecunious Dutchmen, and a clever but coca-eating
Spaniard. An American, however, Sladen by name—about the
coarsest piece of human nature you can imagine, and of heathenish
ignorance—had contrived to secure the practice of the town. He
was called in to see young Fielding, whose fever by this time had
reached, as is not uncommon in the tropics, the coma stage. Sladen
tramped up to the bed, looked at the poor young fellow lying there
far from a loving home, and interjected, amid the frequent results of
tobacco-chewing—* There’s a gone coon ! I'll jest tell them to send
up 'is box fur ye, Miss Susie.” The box, a/ias coffin, soon arrived:
they keep such things on hand in lands where Yellow Jack unfuds
his flag. But, meanwhile, Miss Susie and a couple of negro women j
had shut themselves into that chamber which Sladen had. '
the chamber of death. Three hours after they came out, =
but radiant, and in a few days more Fielding sent back’ ¢
the store, What the temedi) measnies wexe €
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and ear-splitting drum (improvised out of the hollow stump of a tree
with a sheepskin stretched across) that I hardly ever had friends
down from town without treating them to a gang dance. The scene
was not without its own beauty as, in.the. clear tropical night we sat
in the galleries, fanned by a soft breeze from the shore, and watched
the not ungraceful evolutions of the sable bodies, treading, torch in
hand, their, to us, bewildering mazes. A bonfire of the torches and
a dole of rum finished off the treat—always before it became too
prolonged. I don't think we ever caused anyone trouble through
these little festivities—although, regarding them, a surly neighbour
who was notorious for his difficulties with his gang, used to remon-
strate more forcibly than politely with me. On one occasion we
narrowly escaped getting ourselves into a mess. I had a good many
people, nearly all English, visiting me, when, just before dinner,
somebody remembered that it was the birthday of our good and
gracious, and then youthful queen. In accordance with plantation
law a couple of big guns stood mounted on carriages outside the
portico, ready in case of an insurrection of the slaves. It was pro-
posed to fire three salvos in our Sovereign ILady’s honour. No
sooner said than done. Amid much effervescence of British loyalty
the three volleys resounded far and wide through the still air of thé
quickly fading West Indian twilight. In another moment Georgé
was at my side. “Masra, three guns a signal ; quick, massa,
another !” A minute more, and another shot was echoing along the
coast, assuring the soldiers of the barracks some miles up that there
was no rising on Santa Sarita,

It was not until some four years after this that the famous
Wyaba revel took place. A rich and grabbing old cocoa-planter
further in the interior died, leaving all the property of which he was
possessed to three nephews at home in * Ould Ireland "—all cousins
—whom he had never seen. After some time the three heirs—
O’Hara, Grady, and Hannan—came out to view their inheritance,
resolved on having a rattling good time. I met them first in town,
where they had got to know everybody ; went to the ball at Govern-
ment House on the King of Holland’s birthday, and by the fascina-
tion of their dare-devil “go,” had sent all the nicest girls in
Paramaribo off their heads. When they had done about enough
outré things there, they got tired of town and came down to formally
take over their estate. It was quite in accordance with colonial
custom, seeing that they had received so much hospitality, for them
to have a big gathering on this occasion, and invite all the Jolhest
péople they had met. And 1 W\ wmy Yoe Ixichwmen entertained us
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of the white man, and can be deferential to the dominant race. But
the slave the Indian spurns and contemns, holding him infintely
less than the worm wrigzling in the clay out of which he moulds hxs
water-bottles and melon-plates.

Perhaps it was because of small incidents of the sort mentioned
that I remained so very apathetic after listening to a tale related %
me by one of the watchmen. He had been on some errand a con-
siderable way into the interior ; and he came to me, hot and elated,
immediately on his return, and with gleaming eves told me that he
had seen gold—real, glistening, yellow gold—* over dar by ma”
(river). His geography was most elementary, but, from what 1 could
gather, his “find” lay some little way within the bush, between 2
tributary of the Surinam river and the coast. I cannot very well, at
this remote time, define or even exactly recall my feelings on receiv-
ing his information. Possibly I was much pre-occupied At any
ratc I must have felt exceedingly little interest : may have bem
suspicious, or have utterly disbelieved the story ; or supposed that
the negro had seen, as is not infrequent in the interior, some gold-
dust in the river-bed. I may have had doubts whether it was nota
decoy. Certainly I might have organised an equipped expedition:
but I troubled no more about the matter. Itis at least a coincidence
that the Surinam gold-ficld—ot which people connected with the
colony have heard so much talk and seen so little result—lies in
the exact neighbourhood my negzro described to me as the scene of
his discovery. It mizht be worth the while of either the coloni
government or an influential company to turn its attention to thos
mincs.  Until now, through a bad working system and lack of
capital, they have not had a fair chance.  Possibly something more
gratifying might result than the tiny nugzrets, which do certainly make
pretty lace-pins for the wives and daughters of subscribers, but do a
certainly not induce a rush of sharcholders.

Echoes of the sca-depths of that familiar South American cosst
arc borne in upon me as 1 write.  The accents of ocean’s eternil
tongue play through the banana-furests, and, traversing the zones
resound dimly in my ears : and with them come memories of the dal
avalanche-roar of a tropical thunderstorm, and of the quivering glean
of a West Indian moon amid the tamarinds. I go down to the beac
by my northern home.  Instead of the weedy surf drifting slosy
over the oozy cotton-fields, 1 see the great green and white waves
fling themselves high and higher upon the mighty quartz rocks ; b
it is cverywhere the same cadence, beneath the English clifis «
upon tropical flats. It is the same refrain that Sophocles heard o8

J
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HAIR AND HAIR FASHIONS.

HE geographical distribution of the hair over the habitable
world is, as regards the colour, very precisely definable. The
xantho-comic or light-haired races are to be found north of lat. 48°,
which cuts off England, Belgium, the whole of Northern Germany,
and a great portion of Russia. Between this parallel and lat. 45°—
including Northern France, Switzerland, and part of Piedmont, and
passing through Bohemia and Austria—there is a sort of debateable
land of more or less dark brown hair ; and below this line we come
gradually upon the Melanic races, who occupy with hardly an excep-
tion (save where we have colonised) the rest of the globe. The
peoples of Europe, therefore, present in the colour of their hair an
almost perfect gradation—the light flaxen of the colder latitudes
dcepening imperceptibly into the blue-black of the Mediterranean
shores.

There are a few exceptions to this rule —exceptions attributable
to a variety of causes. Take the case of England, for instance.
Here in our country no one colour stands out pre-eminently before
all others as characteristic of the nation. You find the black alter-
nating with the light, and more frequently you meet with a kind of
cross between the two extremes. The last has probably been pro-
duced by frequent intermarriages, and the others have retained their
original hue by virtue of closer racial unions—the first being the
natural colour of the hair of the Celts, and their predecessors, the
Iberians, whose dolicocephalic skulls have been found in such
numbers in the barrows of Denbighshire by Mr. Boyd Dawkins;
and the second is the national colour of the hair of the Scandi-
navian races, in whose domain the rule is practically absolute in its
application. In Brittany, again, where we would expect to meet with
light or very light brown hair, we find it of the glossiest black colour,
and why? Because the inhabitants of this out-of-the-way corer
of France have more Celtic than Norman blood in their veins.
Venice, on the other hand, has always been famous for the golden
beauty of its hair, perhaps because that republic was originally
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Egyptians, Hebrews, Greeks, and Romans—as far advanced almost
in the study of the coiffure as we of this enlightened age are. Mr.
Layard has shown us what the remote Assyrians were capable of
in this direction—how they plaited the hair and parted it over the
forehead, letting it fall from behind the ears on to the shoulders
in a large bunch of ringlets. They treated the beard in a much
similar manner ; it was allowed to grow to its full length, and,
descending low on the breast, was divided into two or three rows of
curls. ¢ The moustache,” the same authority adds, * was also carefully
trimmed and curled at the ends.” The art of dyeing all three was
known and much practised; and it is probable (though direct evidence
in confirmation is wanting) that artificial hair, done up in the
regulation mode, was extensively worn. Whether or not zkey were
acquainted with this refinement, there is no doubt that the Egyptians
were ; for indisputable proof is to be found in the British Museum,
where there is an elaborate wig, taken from the temple of Isis at
Thebes, and sufficiently modern-looking to pass for an eighteenth
century article. In fact, perukes were universal in Egypt. Every
free man shaved his head, and, from the king downwards, took to an
artificial head-gear. It may seem strange and unnatural that in such
a warm country these lumbersome things should be adopted in
preference to the natural hair, but the people of the Nile were wise
in their generation. The reticulated texture of the groundwork, on
which the hair of the wig was fastened, allowed the heat of the head
to escape, and the hair itself effectually protected the cranium from
the sun’s rays. The covering was warm within doors and without ;
a priest was even allowed to officiate at certain ceremonies in his wig ;
and it was only on the death of a relative that the beard and the hair
of the head were allowed to grow.

In Greece, during the heroic ages, men wore their hair and
beards long, which so disgusted the cleanly and clean-faced Egyptians
that, if we are to credit Herodotus, no one of either sex of the latter
nationality would on any account kiss the lips of a Greek, make use
of his knife, his spit and cauldron, or taste the meat of an animal
which had been slaughtered by his hand. It must not be inferred
from this that the Greeks, in the early days of their being, were
altogether barbarians ; but they were certainly not so civilised—not
so well acquainted with the arts of peace and war—as the Egyptians
until long after they had made their mark in history. The love of
the beautiful was there, no doubt; but it had not yet manifested
itself and raised the social character of the people. It required the
softening and humanising influence and intercourse with more liberal
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something after the manner of our  workhouse crop,” perhaps—and
the freemen wore theirs pretty long. When a province was con-
quered, off went the hair of all the population; and when, in the
decline, any of these provinces revolted, the insurgent captains
directed the people to grow their hair long again, as a sign of re-
covered freedom. Then the Romans would come again, reconquer
the country, and order a universal hair-cut ; and so the hair crops of
whole races were alternately mowed and allowed to grow again, like
so many fields at the command of the husbandman, the most
important of facts political being indicated (the pun is not ours) by
the state of the po//.

In our own country we have traversed over and over again, in
some instances, the whole range of possibilities in the matter of our
head and head-dress fashions. The Saxons wore their hair long, and
Fairholt, in his “Costume in England,” gives some striking examples
of the care they bestowed upon its adornment. The Normans, at
Senlac, were mistaken by them for an army of priests, so close-
cropped and clean-shaven were they. They conquered the people
in war, but the people conquered them in many of the arts of peace
- —that is, they taught the austere followers of the ‘‘magnanimous”
William (as Sir Walter calls him) some customs, such as hard drinking,
eating, and swearing, which we of this age, like Hamlet, consider to
be ““ more honoured in the breach than in the observance.” Among
other things, the Normans learnt to let their hair grow to an extra-
ordinary length and thickness : the ladies plaiting it in several plaits,
and confining it within silken cases which bear some analogy to
modern umbrella covers ; and the men sometimes doing the same,
but more frequently allowing that on the back of the head to spread
over the shoulders and that of the sides to fall down over the ears
and pull up, so to speak, at the neck with a graceful curl on either
side. In fact, the men we meet in the illuminated manuscripts
remind one of a very amateur actor—only, if anything, they are a
little more so, as an American reporter would say. The priests were
just as bad as the laity, until they received instructions to cut off
their luxuriant locks in order to look more ascetic. Then, as they
were not permitted the indulgence, they awoke, and found that long
hair was a sin. They fulminated against it, issued special canons
denouncing it ; and there was one peculiar mode which was styled
the ¢ Malice of the Devil.” Says one French bishop, in his charge
(altogether modernised) against it :—

“Prenant un soin paternel de punir, autant qu'il est A propos,
eux qui portent des cheveux frisés et bouclés par artifice, pour faire ‘
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initiative, and even went the length of dyeing their hair to make it
approximate to the decidedly “sandy ” hue of her Majesty’s. The
men also had their turn, but in the matter of the beard and moustache,
not in that of the head. They cut and twisted their precious append-
ages into all manners of shapes. * The barbers,” says Stubbs, * have
invented such strange fashions of monstrous manners of cuttings,
trimmings, shavings, and washings, that you would wonder to see.
They have one manner of cut called the French cut, another the
Spanish cut ; one the Dutch cut, another the Italian ; one the new
cut, another the old ; one the gentleman’s cut, another the common
cut ; one cut of the Court, another of the country ; with infinite the
like vanities, which I overpass. They have also other kinds of cuts
innumerable ; and therefore, when you come to be trimmed, they will
ask you whether you will be cut to look terrible to your enemy, or
amiable to your friend ; grim and stern in countenance, or pleasant
and demure ; for they have divers kinds of cuts for all these pur-
poses.” One of the most curious— perhaps f4¢ most curious—of
these was the screw beard, which dropped from the under lip ina
spiral form, and which was worn by (among others) Taylor, the
water poet, who has left us a curious description of the variety of
beards worn in his day. It occursin his “Superbize Flagellum,”
and runs thus :—

Some like a spade, some like a fork, some square,
Some round, some mow'd like stubble, some stark bare,
Some sharp, stiletto fashion, dagger like,

That may, with whispering, a man’s eyes outpike;
Some with the hammer cut or Roman T,

Their beards extravagant reformed must be,

Some with the quadrate, some triangle fashion,
Some circular, some oval in translation,

Some perpendicular in longitude,

Some like a thicket for their crassitude.

That heights, depths, breadths, triform, oval, round,
And rules geometrical in beards are found.

A pet vanity of the time was to brush one’s moustache upwards
rom the lips in a series of small locks. An elegant moustache was
a sine qud non to a cavalier, who, however, paid considerable atten-
tion to his hair, and sometimes allowed a long lock, tied at the end
with ribbon, to fall down on to his breast on either side of his face.
Under Charles I. long wavy hair came into vogue among men ; and
as for the women, their ciffure during the whole of the Stuart
period was eminently pleasing: clustering glossy curls, which were
sometimes made soft and semi-tramspaxent by a peculiar frizz, gave
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Men have done some ridiculous things in order to improve upon
the handiwork of the universal mother ; but the fair sex might give
them long odds in the same direction. It would be impossible to
conceive some of the excesses to which women have gone had we
not representations laid in all seriousness before us for our edifica-
tion, and with a view, no doubt, to earning our admiration. It was
not to be expected that they would tolerate such abominations as
wigs upon their fathers’, husbands’, and brothers’ heads, and not
attempt to emulate them in their own persons. As a matter of fact,
they soon came up to their men-folk, with equal promptitude
passed them, and before long left them far behind. From this time
the men had no chance beside them. They frizzed and piled up
their own—and an immense quantity of false—hair high above their
forecheads, and adorned it with a wealth of lace and ribbon that was
awful to contemplate. You read frequently, in the papers of the
middle of the eighteenth century, of ladies being compelled, owing to
the rush upon the perruquiers, to have their hair done up some
days before the ball to which they have been invited, and to sleep in
a chair for the same number of nights, for fear of disarranging the
tremendous mass. In order to protect it at home and in the streets, a
titled lady of Bath invented a cap, which, judging from the illustration
given by Fairholt, would make a very comfortable bed for a baby. It
was called a caravan, and consisted of whalebone formed in large
rounds, capable of being thrown over the face like *“a blind of white
sarcenet.” About 1750 another atrocity was de rigweur. It was
nothing less than a carriage with wheels and equipment conplete,
placed on top of the pile of huge curls, feathers, and the rest
Thirty years later Montgolfier made his balloon experiments, and
head-dresses en ballon were the consequence. In England these did
not go beyond a globular or pear-like form ; but in France they
developed into the Zodiac style, done by placing broad bands of blue
ribbon, covered with silver stars, across the dallon. This was the
last manifestation of the peruke mania. Men had already let it
down gently and taken to gueues ; and with the balloon, female head-
gear reached its apex. Like the frog in the fable, it swelled to its
utmost extension—and burst. Henceforward something more reason-
able prevailed, the most notable fashions concerning themselves
with the covering, and not with the hair that is covered.

M. R. DAVIES,
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of scattered facts collected mainly from contemporary literature,
illustrating, from different points of view, the habits, the manners, the
conditions, and the opinions of the different classes of L.ondon citizens
at the time when the reins of government passed from the hands ot
the Protector into those of Charles II.

At the particular date to which we refer, the metropolis, which
has now almost become “ a province covered with houses *—although
it appears to have been the most populous capital in Europe—had
extended very little beyond the ancient city limits, and the houses
westward of the boundary were for the most part the residences of
the nobility, and stood in the midst of gardens that were bounded by
open fields. At that time, of course, not one of the docks and
warehouses which now line the banks of the Thames, from the Tower
to Blackwall, and from Westminster to Rotherhithe, had emerged
into existence, and only one bridge spanned the river. The roadway
between the overhanging houses on London Bridge was so narow
that it was scarcely possible for two vehicles to pass one another
in safety, and foot passengers could proceed across it in safety only
by following in their miry wake. The case was much the same with
all the London streets prior to the outbreak of the great fire of 1666.
They all remained in blissful ignorance of commissioners of improve-
ments and boards for lighting and paving. No London thorough-
fare was lighted at night, and all the shops were distinguished by
painted signboards. To the north of the city extended gree
fields and hills, the contour of which it would now be impossible
to trace amidst the buildings by which they are oversprea
Belgravia and Tyburnia—two important localities which have log
since been incorporated into the voracious metropolis itself-
slumbered in the womb of time ; and he who had then ventured b
predict the parturition of the parent would have been pronounceds
rash individual indeed. Chelsea was still a rural village with littk
more than a thousand inhabitants. Islington was so peaceful
retreat that it was the ¢ delight of poets,” and a place where mil-
maids and invalids wandered over fields and meadows resplendex
with buttercups and daisies. The country lay open nearly all the
way to Hampstead and Highgate from the rear of Holborn, whee
many private mansions of civic magistrates stood surrounded by ther
terraced gardens, which were planted usually with lime trees, an'
sometimes adorned with fountains, summer-houses, and grottoe
South of Moorfields or London Wall might then have been seen
pleasure-ground adorned with trees, laid out with turf and gm
paths and railings, and traversed by a broad and shady walk kno
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country, traversed by roads with avenues of trees, and eastwards by
green enclosures, from the walls of what had been the hospital to
Chancery Lane, many inns standing upon the Holbormm Road.
Strictly speaking, St. Giles’s Pound was at the threshold of London.
The site of Long Acre, Seven Dials, and Soho was occupied by what
were known as the “ Cock and Magpie fields,” so called from a
celebrated house of public entertainment which bore that name,
Drury House, near the Strand end of Drury Lane (where the village
of St. Giles began), was the only mansion of importance which the
locality could boast, and was shaded by a row of stately elm trees.
The physic garden where John Gerard, citizen and surgeon, had
culled his simples a hundred years previously, was still in existence
when Charles 11. ascended the throne.

The cities of London and Westminster were united only bya few
houses in the occupation of the nobility, which occupied the line of
the Strand. The space lying between Charing Cross and St. Jamess
Palace was occupied by fields, and near at hand stood Spring
Gardens, where the melodious notes of the nightingale were
frequently to be heard by attentive listeners during the stillness of
a summer’s night. Hedgerows surrounding a few houses were to be
seenin the Haymarket, and more than one hundred and forty elmtrees
bordered the walk in Pall Mall. ‘T'he line of road which now bears
the name of Piccadilly was known only as the road to Bath, was for
the most part unpaved, and coaches were frequently overturned in the
hollow way. The site of Bond Street was covered with green bushes,
and all beyond it was open country. Building on Windmill Fields was
strictly forbidden, as also on the open fields which adjoined Soho.
Pimlico was almost all ficlds and gardens, and in the adjacent lower
parts of Westminster were gardens in wkich people gathered their
roses, their lilies, and their ruddy ripe fruit. \Whitehall Palace, and
the sumptuous mansions of the nobles and prelates that lined the
Strand, retained their sloping gardens and their water gates. The
world of Tyburnia, which has attained the most marvellous dimensions
within the recollection of many who are still living, was a wide
expanse of waste land over which the traveller after nightfall wended
his way with many misgivings. Over what is now the Regent’s Park
sportsmen were often to be seen wandcring with their dogs.!

Extraordinary as these changes are, more extraordinary still are
those which have passed over the face of the city, properly so called,
since the Restoration. At that time all the rich merchants, all the
noblemen and courtiers, resided within the city walls in stately old

! Travels of Cosmo the Third through England, p. 162 ; see also Sogbie’y
urney to London,
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and relics of what they conceived to be idolatry. The beautiful stone
cross of Queen Eleanor in West Chepe (Cheapside) shared the same
fate ; and the ancient maypole, which stood on the site of the new
church in the Strand, was removed by Sir Isaac Newton to Wanstead
Park, there to serve as a support for his huge telescope.

Pre-eminentamong the numeroussinksof iniquity in which London
abounded at that era, stood Whitefriars, better known perhaps under
the designation of Alsatia, a locality in which residents enjoyed the
privilegesof sanctuary. There,fromonegeneration to another, beggars,
cut-purses, swindlers, tavern bilks, destitute life guardsmen, foreign
noblemen, footpads and highwaymen, and dozens of poor honest
people who, through no fault of their own, had become the victims
of a Draconic law of debtor and creditor, found a welcome refuge,
and there for days and weeks soddened themselves in the numerous
taverns in which the locality abounded with potations of usquebaugh
and spiced Hollands, of “mad dog ” and *‘ angels’ food,” of * dragons’
milk ” and “go by the wall.” Often and often the debased vagabonds
who crowded these drinking shops, cut one another’s throats in front
of the bar, or stabbed the drawers to the heart on their refusal to
serve liquor before it had been paid for. Alsatia was linked hand
in glove with the court of Charles II., and was frequently the
chapel of ease to the backstairs of Whitehall Palace, whence many a
gallant cavalier, many a fine old English gentleman, utterly ruined by
his excesses at piquet or basset with the Merry Monarch and his frail
beauties, found himself transported, engaged in the task of shuffling
a pack of cards on a broken chair, surrounded by companions the
vilest of the vile.

He who at the particular date of which we are speaking
paced the streets and thoroughfares of London would have found
them as busy as perhaps they are now, infinitely noisier and
dirtier, considerably smokier. There was little or no foot pave-
ment then afforded, and long rows of posts constituted the only
lines of demarcation between the footpath and the traffic way.!
More than three hundred dirty kennels might then have been counted
in the course of a single walk from Necwgate to Charing Cross. It
was customary, in the frequent public whippings which were inflicted
upon pickpockets and other similar offenders at that time, for the
delinquents to receive a hearty lash from the executioner’s whip at
every kennel against which the near wheel of the cart to which
they were tied was heard to grate. The streets of the metropolis
were infested with robbers and thieves, by whom pedestrians were

' Sorbitre's Fourney to Londom, p. §. '
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of the Restoration period was the very reverse of his most flourishing
successors, so far as state pomp and outward circumstances are
concerned. In this latter quarter of the nineteenth century, the trades-
man who achieves affluence disposes of his stock and the goodwill of
his establishment, purchases some palatial residence in Belgravia or
Bayswater, or at Nice or San Remo, and having done so, seems
transported into another sphere, and scorns the base degrees by which
he did ascend. Far different was the case when the destinies of
the country were nominally controlled by Charles II. The old
London merchants, out of their establishments, were like fish out of
water. They lived in the dark lanes in which their counting houses
were situated, ate with their clerks a hasty meal at two o’clock, and
returned to their desks to write their letters, at which they were often
occupied till midnight. The shopkeepers acted no differently.
Though the wealthier of them had retreats from the bustle and cares
of the city, in the shape of a pretty tenement in one of the surround-
ing villages of Islington, Hackney, Camberwell, Knightsbridge, or
Newington, where their children throve in purer air, and welcomed
their return from the city after the traffic of the week, their real
home was in the dingy crowded city. Behind their warehouses,
crammed from top to bottom with the most costly merchandise,
sheltered by huge timber bulks, and notified to intending customers
by enormous painted signboards loaded with lead and iron, they
reared stately residences adorned with painted ceilings, with carved
wainscoting, with the richest of tapestry and gilded leather work
cunningly devised, with huge cupboards replete with the richest
plate, with wide marble staircases, and with suites of furniture of
velvet and brocade. It was to the entrance of these mansions that
their lumbering coaches, which resembled more closely huge apple pies
stuck upon wheels than anything else—drawn by two Flanders
mares —came occasionally to take the family for a ride, in order
to enjoy the benefit of the country air. It was in those mansions
that there might often have been seen servants clad in blue livenes
richly laced, like those that were worn in the households of the
wealthiest noblemen. It was in those mansions that the members of
the family duly observed the seasons of Christmas and Shrovetide, of
Easter and of Whitsun, the anniversaries of their natal days, their
wedding days, their christenings, and innumerable other events with
no end of feasting and merrymaking. In those mansions in the
fulness of time and trade they shuffled off the coil of mortality,
and in those same mansions they lay in state, on /i&s parades, under
plumed testers with flambeaux and sconces, with blacks and weepers,
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innermost recesses of Drury Lane and Covent Garden. There were
hawkers, too, whose occupations and mode of dealing would in these
days be indicted as public nuisances. He who then entered West.
minster Hall would have found it swarming with female hucksters.
On one side of the building ribbons, gloves, wigs, and knick-knacks
were bought and sold. On the opposite side of the building the
ownership of land or property was in a very animated fashion settled
or disputed. Here a shrill-tongued sempstress might have been
heard rehearsing a list of the goods she had for sale ; there the voice
of a deep-mouthed crier might have been heard calling upon the
crowd to keep silence.! Very noticeable, too, were the pastrycooks’
shops in important thoroughfares—establishments which were to be
found chiefly in Leadenhall Street, and the toymen’s shops, which
were to be found chiefly in the neighbourhood of Fleet Street. In
connection with the former it may be said that there was a perfect
mania among all classes of society at that period for toys, and that
those who sold them generally succeeded in amassing competences
for themselves. Toys, trinkets, and jewellery changed hands, not in
the ordinary way, but by raffles, which were attended in any number
by the idle and fashionable of both sexes.? Nor were toys the only
articles of merchandise in which the proprietors of these establish
ments were accustomed to deal. Cogged dice, masks, dominoes,
and vizors, assignations, and b:/lefs-doux—these were some of the
other things for which the toymen laid themselves open to accommo-
date fashionable folk. Shopping in the London of that age, as in our
own, was regarded by the fair sex as an excellent way in which to
while away time. It was certainly attended with something more of
interest and excuse than in the present day, when almost every street
presents in every window all the varying productions which it is
possible for the fickle goddess Fashion, or commercial enterprise, to
offer. At the Restoration, English manufacturers of luxury and
ornaments had not attained that high standard of excellence observ-
able in these days. France was then, and perhaps with far greater
reason than now, resorted to by the English world of fashion for
every article of fine and costly apparel, and our India trade was the
means of introducing a variety of Oriental productions which no
imitators had yet succeeded in rivalling, and which left all others at
an immeasurable distance. The silks, the chintzes, the porcelain, the
lacquer ware, and the toys of China excited the deepest admiration
in the minds of the English people, and so eagerly were such articles
sought after, that it was nothing uncommon for -fashionable beaux

' Thomas Browns Works, @A, 1aa, W, Q. aa.
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magnet in attracting as purchasers dozens of empty-headed fops
and exquisites, who lolled and wasted the hours away with their
attentions and their chattering.

What may be termed the street economy and the police of the
city of L.ondon before the Fire was a libel on the name. London
was a city, cleaner perhaps, and possessed of more public con-
veniences than any other capital of Europe at that epoch, but,
nevertheless, its condition was what would now be deemed the very
reverse of favourable either to health, to comfort, or to security.
Every square and open place was a repository for heaps of filth and
rubbish, which gathered in heaps of abomination that were removed
by the dustman about once in six months. From morn till eve the
streets resounded with the bawlings of ballad-singers, with the cries
of higglers, and with the melancholy notes of wandering merchants of
every denomination. No preventive police existed for the regulation
of the professions of pickpocket and ring droppers. Crowds of ap-
prentices and street arabs pursued their sports, and snatched a fearful
joy in urging the flying ball through the most crowded thoroughfares
of the city, and many an apprentice, it may be imagined, was fain to
record in his petty cash book some such significant item as this:
“ For mending the back shop sashes broken by the football, 2s. 64."!

No more convenient highway existed between London and West-
minster than the River Thames. There, at least, no carmen could
engage in sanguinary conflict with the drivers of hackney coaches.
More than four thousand watermen towed their wherries up and
down its waters, bidding defiance to the keen competition which
was offered by the drivers of the hackney coaches. Yet he who
entrusted his person to their care found to his dismay that he had
exchanged one evil only for another, since a more hateful, detestable,
ruffianly crew than the Thames watermen were at that time it would
be difficult, if not impossible, to conceive—none more fraught with
horror to the unsophisticated squire on a visit to the metropolis, or
an ancient dame proceeding to Blackfriars for an airing. The very
shouts that they raised of “ Next oars” and * Skullers ” were alone
sufficient to strike terror into the breasts of intending passengers.
‘The boat had scarccly started on its way up or down the stream
than evecry person, no matter who, in cvery other boat was assailed
with volleys of “water compliments,” compared with which the Bil-
lingsgate dialect of the present day, and the oaths to which Hotspur's
wife gave utterance, fade into utter insignificance.? Bad as werc the
conditions of those who walked by day, infinitely worse were they

\ The Complete Tradesman, \. p. 2971,
1 Thomas Browns Works, e, 110, W R, ™R,
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cup, in which the master and wardens drank to the company at the
sound of the trumpet and drum. The fair sex were never excluded
from these feasts. Every new member was crowned with a garland,
and occasionally pageants were performed in honour of the event
The funeral of a member of the company was always solemnized by
a funeral dinner and a procession to the parish church. If the day
happened to be a particularly bright one, they were to be seen
apparelled in their gorgeous liveries rowing down the silvery Thames
in their gilded barges, bearing the banners of their craft or profession,
and accompanied by their almspeople.

Scarcely a day elapsed in that age without the quaint old London
streets being enlivened by some stately procession or imposing
pageant. The marriage of an alderman, the installation of a lord
mayor, the visit of a foreign ambassador to the Guildhall, the spectacle
of some wretched individual in the pillory, the preaching of a sermon
by some distinguished dignitary in the metropolitan cathedral, the
reading of a proclamation in some important thoroughfare—these
and many other events which it would be tedious to enumerate, all
sufficed to gratify public attention and curiosity. If some city
magnate departed this life, his funeral was the theme of universal
comment ; and to behold the funeral banners, the torches, the tapers,
and the escutcheons, to witness the squires bearing coat, armour,
and pennons, the servants in their black gowns, and the members of
the guild to which the deceased had belonged when in the flesh,
following in their livery and hoods, the inhabitants of the whole
parish turned out. If some day arrived upon which the choice of
sheriff was to be made, it was proclaimed far and near by the barges
of the aldermen, gay with streamers, and vociferous with trumpeters,
shooting London Bridge, by the city waits sporting their red gowns,
by the liveries donning their chains and velvet, by the ladies wearing
their crimson gowns and riding through the streets in gilded coaches.
When the day happened to be a hanging day, a melancholy cavalcade
was to be seen slowly wending its way through Holborn to the
gallows at Tyburn—the ordinary place of execution—followed by a
seething mass of spectators and lewd fellows of the baser sort, loud in
their execrations of the miserable occupants of the executioner’s cart.

At this point we must bring our survey of London before the great
Fire to a termination, although we have left almost untouched the
subject of the manners, customs, and general social condition of those
by whom it was then inhabited. Of what nature that was—of its
strange exhibitions of pomp and misery—of its habitual striking
contrasts between fine linen and rags—in short, of each phase of its

many-sided life—it will be the gujeex of some future article accurately
2 ten‘ TMILLLAN COREQR. Sue.
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Victorious Rome then took the part
Of Greece enslaved and captured ;
And offered freedom for the art
By which she was enraptured.

But art’s a stale commodity
By Genius when forsaken ;
And freedom is a liberty
Not given—only taken.

When Christian Faith threw off the sham
Docetical and gnostic,!

Then sank Rome’s lay to anagram,
And even to acrostic.

Then fled the pagan muse in fright
And terror from scholastics,

Who hated verse, and took delight
In logical gymnastics ;

And sought that outcast muse a place
Of rest with monk and mystic !

They exorcised her witching grace .
With Bull and Ban papistic !

Abjuring then, while yet 'twas time,
Her scandalosa vita,

She took the veil at Gandersheim,
And signed herself ¢ Hroswita,” 3

To tragedies whose fiery scenes,
Of love’s exchange and barter,
Were played by christened heroines,
Each married to a martyr.

But Grecian fire and faith withstood
A pressure elephantine,

And in her last decrepitude
Greece ruled the Realm Byzantine.

H. FORESTER LEIGHTON.

! Docetes and Gnostics, sects in the early Greek Church which sank with the
rise of Latin Christianity and the decline of ancient philosophy.

* Hroswita, nun of Gandersheim, in the tenth century, composed Latin
tragedies after Terence in text and morals, but on strictly Christian catastrophes,
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rainy days, our play place an immense open shed, supported in front by Tuscan
pillars, where, thrusting our hands into our bosoms, we used to huddle together
by scores to keep one another warm, and happy was he that got deepest into the
throng. Could anything be more comfortless ?

‘The school was open to all poor children of parents who were
members of the Society of Friends. It attracted children from
America, and even from Russia. The terms were only £8. 8s.a
year, which included board, lodging, education, and clothing. Small
as these charges seem, there were at that time several boarding
schools where the terms were even lower. They were too high, how-
ever, for some of the parents, who were unable to pay the cost of
conveying their children to the school. This drawback was antici-
pated by the committee, who offered 2d. for every mile exceeding
fifty which the children travelled, and the same on the return journey.
As a large proportion of the scholars came long distances, the value
of this arrangement will be obvious. The first two inmates of the
school came from Dorset, some 3oo miles. How they came, the
historian of the school (Mr. Henry Thompson) does not say; but
there were then no public coaches from some towns, the roads were
bad, “nor could a timid mother always forget the graver perils of the
attacks of armed highwaymen.”

A coach was occasionally chartered which picked up children at
various places on the road. In the regular coaches they were not
welcome passengers, because their appearance was homely and their
purse light. ¢ Quite full,” growled the driver to a gentleman who
wanted an inside place, “ and a queer lot too, a regular rag, tag, and
bobtail.”

The driver did not suppose that his speech was heard by the
inside passengers, and at the end of his stage came obsequiously to
the door as usual. The lady in charge of the children took her
revenge. Laying three sixpences in his hand one by one, she said,
without a smile and unconscious of sarcasm, “that is from ¢ Rag,’
that is from ¢ Tag,’ and that is from ¢ Bobtail’ | ” !

“Wanted, a schoolmaster.” When Ackworth School was ready
for opening, the committee sought far and wide for a schoolmaster.
Dr. Fothergill at last found a young man who he hoped might

! The phrase was in common use two hundred years ago. Pepys thus refers
to it : *¢ After that I went to see Mrs. Jem, at whose chamber door I found a
couple of ladies, but she not being there, we hunted her out, and found that she
and another had hid themselves behind the door. Well, they all went down into
the dining-room, where it was full of zag, rag, and dobtasl, dancing, singing, and
drinking, of which I was ashamed, and after I had staid a dance or two I went

away."—Diary and Correspondence of Samuel Pepys. Edited by Bright, 187s.
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Tommy Codger, and forgot the Pomfret cakes which he always
carried in his waistcoat pocket, to bestow if he heard a cough—and
sure enough he heard many a one as he went his evening rounds
through the bedchambers.”

Hard were the rules under which Ackworth School was governed.
They were quite as severe as those of a monastery. Everything, in
fact, was determined by rule. There was a rule as to where the boys
should leap. For sixty years the following regulation was read in
public once a month :—

“ The boys are desired not to leap anywhere within the bounds,
except on the ground below the pump or in the shed court, and there
to avoid the pebbles, flags, and channel stones.”

Along with this needless rule another was abolished against
“ peeping through the dining-room door, which shows bad manners;
to look in with a view of knowing what victuals are for the next meal,
betrays too much attention to what they eat.”

The interference with the children’s recreations by the masters
went so far as to prohibit kite-flying, because a horse had taken
fright at a paper kite. It was also contended that kites occasion
“considerable expense of money” which may be employed more
usefully, that the ‘ diversion endangers the children’s taking cold
by standing, and prevents their taking exercise which is necessary
for their health,” and that ‘it is a temptation to children to go out
of bounds,” that is, out of the school grounds.

Different methods of punishing the boys were in force. In some
cases they forfeited one week’s spice ; in others, their hands were
tied behind them at dinner-time. But the teachers were not allowed
to inflict corporal punishment at will. The consent of all the masters
had to be obtained at their weekly “courts.” A modification of this
regulation was, however, made, which provided that in cases of dis-
obedience to a master’s orders, or contempt of his authority, the
master might at once call in two of his fellow-teachers, who, with
himself, might jointly decide on the amount of correction adequate
to the offence, and inflict it with the rod with due caution, not
exceeding three strokes, to be done by one of the masters not
offended. These methods, though cumbrous, were at any rate better
than punishments inflicted in the heat of passion.

Another method of punishment was to compel offenders to sit at
a table having no cloth upon it ; a third, that of solitary confinement,
sometimes for nights and days, with a diet of bread and water. This
treatment, though bad, was better than that in force at about the
same time at Christs Tospia), W the souare Bedlam cells of
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appetising. “The lobscouse of Fourth and Seventh Days had
then, as forty years afterwards, an unpopular character, and the thick
batter pudding, served in great iron dishes, with treacle sauce, which
instituted the Fifth Day dinner, and which, as a second course, long
afterwards exercised the masticatory muscles of Ackworth scholars,
does not appear, at any time, to have been a favourite dish, as may
be supposed from its sobriquet of cafty or clarty vemgeamce. There
was, of course, always beer at table, served in little tin dishes.” The
use of beer was continued until 1835 ; and in 1842 the public-house
on the estate was transformed into a temperance hotel.

At the centenary of the school in 1879 a correspondent reported
that one of the most striking relics was a large iron pie-dish, four
feet in circumference, and four inches in depth, wherein were made
the gooseberry and apple pics in bygone times, which were so highly
esteemed. They had a crust at the bottom, top, and sides, with the
well-sweetened fruit between. One of these pies was often known to
be barely sufficient for four boys who had well-advanced appetites.
The dish was also used for lobscouse twice a week, and rice pudding
once a week, a dish very unpopular throughout the school, and many
and various were the means sometimes employed to dispose of this
unpalatable dinner. By the side of the dish hung the wooden
trencher, discontinued in 1830 in favour of earthenware plates. It
was used at dinner as a plate by both boys and girls. After much
service the wood used to crack and the gravy of the “lob” would
run through on to the clothless tables. When peas were extra
abundant, the boys had ‘“pea lob” served on these trenchers, and
tradition records how the breakfast spoons were pocketed in order to
facilitate the despatch of this rare delicacy, so that a boy has been
known to hand up his trencher nineteen times for the much-coveted
“ pea lob.”

What did the children wear? The girls ¢ figured in white caps, the
hair turned back over them or combed straight down on the forehead,
checked aprons with bibs, and white neck-handkerchiefs folded neatly
over their stuff gowns in front. Their walking costume was a kind
of hat and a long cloth cloak, with coloured mits reaching to the
elbows.”

The boys wore leather breeches, cocked hats, long-tailed coats,
and buckled shoes. In 1820 leather breeches were abolished, and
corduroy substituted. The former were styled “ Leather Dicks”;
they were so stiff and strong that the proper way of getting into them
was to balance them on end and jump into them, and so tough that
the boys used to cut strips off ot waking whip lashes. Tradition
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PAGES ON PLAYS.

HE principal dramatic event of the past month has been the
production of *“ Hedda Gabler ” at the Vaudeville Theatre.
This is the latest of Ibsen’s plays, and the most discussed. It was
the cause of a quarrel between two well-known critics, each of whom
wished to translate the piece. The critic who was apparently less
acquainted with Norwegian secured the rights of translation, and his
version was in consequence made the subject of a very severe attack
by his adversary. The criticism was severe ; but there seemed to be
no doubt that it was justifiably severe upon many cases of
mistranslation and miscomprehension, which may, however, have
been due to the hurry of translation. What more immediately
concerns us was that the translation was not made in a language
suitable for stage expression, which gave an additional stimulus to the
curiosity of those who went to the first performance. It was then
obvious that the translation had been thoroughly overhauled, that the
dialogue had been cast in a more dramatic mould, and the errors of
the earlier issue set right. It is still to be hoped, however, that an
opportunity may be afforded to Mr. Archer of including a translation
of his own in his series of volumes of Ibsen’s plays.

‘“ Hedda Gabler ” would appear to be the most perplexing of the
plays of the Norwegian dramatist, for it has cAused the expression of
the widest difference of opinion, not merely as to its merits, but as to
its very meaning. While the adversaries of Ibsen rage somewhat
intemperately against the play and his heroine as a monster and a
mad woman, the advocates of Ibsen disagree absolutely amongst
themselves as to the right interpretation of Hedda Gabler's
character. Mr. William Archer and Mr. George Moore—who have
both written much in praise of Ibsen—have their opinions about
Hedda Gabler. I can only say that their opinions are not mine.
Without any attempt to impeach their judgment or to discuss their
theories, I will simply say what I consider the nature of Hedda
Gabler tobe. She is an intensely feminine, intensely possible woman.
She might not be an agreeable woman to live with ; she certainly was
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Ibsen meant, and I have said so in the criticisms I have already
written upon the performance. Each time that I have written I have
studied the performance again—indeed, I have seen it now four
times—and each study has only strengthened my conviction that Miss
Robins’ Hedda Gabler is not Ibsen’s Hedda Gabler. But my studies
have also shown me that it is indeed a very remarkable, very power-
ful, very picturesque piece of acting, and have also, I think, shown me
that, if Miss Robins does not play Ibsen’s Hedda Gabler, she does not
do so, not from artistic incapacity either to understand or to create
the character, but of deliberate, and, as I think, most regrettable pur-

pose. It seems to me as if Miss Robins had recognized the difficultythat

always must exist in presenting an Ibsen play to the English public,

had rightly estimated the hostility that the attempt must encounter,

and had played for success by lowering the artistic level of the play.

The result is that her Hedda Gabler is a very melodramatic, highly

effective creation, ingeniously calculated to interest, even to appealto

the sympathies of London audiences, but far too obvious, too harsh,

too showy for the super-subtle * White Devil” of Ibsen’s drama. To

carry out her purpose, Miss Robins has defied Ibsen’s stage directions,

and supplemented Ibsen’s text. She ends the situation in the first

act about General Gabler’s pistols with a peal of laughter, where
Ibsen insists that Hedda goes coldly out. It is possible, if not prob-
able, that if Miss Robins had not laughed, the oddity of her words
might have amused the audience, and made them laugh. Miss Robins
ingeniously avoided a difficulty; but to avoid difficulties by defying
the directions of jyour author is not to interpret him correctly. If
Ibsen is worth playing at all, he is worth playing in his own way.
Again, in the beginning of the third act, where Hedda tells .the
despairing Thea that Iijlert Lovborg is sitting at the judge’s house
with vine-leaves in his hair, and reading aloud, Miss Robins inserts
the words “reading his wonderful book,” and says the words in a way
which suggests a contempt for the book which of a surety she does
not feel. Thesc may be small points, but they are significant in
helping to support my argument, that Miss Robins intended rather to
be cffective in Hedda Gabler than to represent the Hedda Gabler
that Ibsen has given. But, taking Miss Robins’ Hedda Gabler on
her own terms as it were, it must be recognized as a very remarkable
piece of acting. I think if I had never read “ Hedda Gabler,” and
knew nothing about Ibsen, I should have been carried away by the
gencral enthusiasm.  But amicus Plato—the proverb is somewhat
musty—I had read “ Hedda Gabler,” and I could not accept Miss
Robins’ very clever, but over-colowed, aver-emphasised performance
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There were no vine-leaves in that Lovborg’s hair.. There were no
signs about him of a wild past ; this Ejlert had never outwatched the
stars with riot, or heard the chimes at midnight, or praised the painted
face of Miss Diana. This Ejlert is certainly a gentleman and might
well be a scholar, but he is not a reveller, and it is hard to imagine
that he could be the life and soul of a lively supper-party. All the
graver side of Ejlert Lovborg’s character Mr. Elwood appreciated ;
but he failed to give the Bacchanalian touch which is essential. A
man who has “gloried and drunk deep” to such a degree that a
single glass can defeat his reformation and destroy his self-respect
would never be quite so respectable as the Vaudeville Lovborg.

“ Hedda Gabler,” whatever its defects, was an interesting, an
artistic experiment. But so much cannot be said of another Ibsen
performance, “ The Lady from the Sea,” at Terry’s Theatre. A good
colloquial expression says of people who harp too much upon any
one theme that they have “ made old shoes” of the subject. Itis
just a question whether in the dramatic world just now people have
not “made old shoes” of Ibsen, and the whole Ibsen business.
Those alike who are for Ibsen, and those who are against him, have
sinned in this regard. Were Ibsen more than prophet, or less than
archangel ruined, we do not want to hear of him only. His merits
and defects have been so extolled, so execrated, that it is possible to
feel some sympathy for those who involuntarily shiver at the mention
of the Norwegian name. Very soon, if conversation is to be
endurable, we shall learn to take a hint from the revolutionary friends
of Rabagas, and impose a pecuniary fine for every mention of that
Norwegian name. But this penalty must nqt come into force for a
few weeks yet, for there is an Ibsen play ahead which will inevitgbly
provoke discussion, and compel criticism. In a few weeks Miss
Norreys will give her performance of Nora Helmer in “A Doll's
House.” In the meantime “ Hedda Gabler” has been promoted
from the morning to the evening bill in the place of * Money,” and
the curious and incredulous will watch its fortunes with interest
Terry’s Theatre has becn the scene of a series of mafimées of the
penultimate Ibsen play, ¢ The Lady from the Sea.” Under these
conditions, lbsen, as a subject for conversation and for criticism,
must inevitably be stretched out a little longer on the rack of this
rough world.

“ The Lady from the Sea ” is certainly a very odd play, and one
which presents exceptional perils to the enterprising players. Unless
it is well-nigh faultlessly interpreted, there are several situations which,
thanks to Tbsen's strange \ack of a.tense of the ludicrous, may prodace
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supported the performance should be memordble. But after that I
trust that there may be a pause in the performing of Ibsen’s plays.
It is no crime, as I have often pleaded, to like Ibsen ; it is no crime,
as I most cordially admit, not to like Ibsen ; but it is an artistic
crime to play him badly, and certain Ibsen performances have been
very badly played indeed.

“Our Daughters” at the Strand was not a success, though it
had the advantage of introducing Miss Alice Atherton again to the
stage after a long absence, due to illness. Mr. Wilson Barrett appeared
as Belphegor in a new version of the old “ Paillasse,” but even Mr.
Barrett’s ability could not carry the queer, old-fashioned, lumbering
piece to a long run. A matinée at the Criterion gave two clever
young authors—Mr. J. M, Barrie and Mr. Marriott Watson—the
opportunity of showing what they thought dramatic in the career of
Richard Savage, and gave Mr. Bernard Gould the opportunity of
adding another to his successes. There was much of good in the
piece and one excellent dramatic situation. Revivalism still rages,
for “ Wild Oats,” with Mr. Wyndhamas adelightful Rover, has usurped
the throne of “ The School for Scandal ;” * The Streets of London "
has succeeded to “The English Rosc ” at the Adelphi ; * A Pair of
Spectacles ” has taken the place of ¢ Lady Bountiful ” at the Garrick;
and ‘““The Corsican Brothers” has reappeared upon the Lyceum
stage. But a very special interest is attacked to this revival. As
there was no part in the melodrama for Miss Ellen Terry, Charles
Reade's little cne-act picce, “ Nance Oldfield,” was put up for her
before ¢ The Corsican Brothers.” ¢ Nance Oldfield ” isa version the
other way round of the David Garrick story, and Miss Ellen Terry
makes a most enchanting Nance Oldfield. London gave the warmest
of warm weclcomes to Mr. Toole on his return from his Australian
tour. The Shaftesbury Theatre re-opened under new management
with a showy mclodrama of an old-fashioned type, ¢ Handfast,” by
Mark Quinton and Henry Hamilton, which had originally been
produced at a morning performance in 1887. The delicate beauty
of Miss Winifred Emery’s acting and of her appearance gave life
and grace to an impossible part, and Mr. Cyril Maude won a true
artistic triumph by his study of weak-minded, weak-hearted villainy.
“The late l.amented,” Mr. Horner’s adaptation of Bisson’s ¢ Feu
Toupinel,” is making the Court audiences laugh consumedly ; and
to make men laugh, in these sombre days, is to accomplish much.

JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY.
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books even scem to lose their character when modernized in out-
ward form. What man of taste could read the “Arcadia” of Sir
Philip Sidney in a hot-press edition? One fancies Lamb hugging to
his heart a folio Duchess of Newcastle, or Leigh Hunt felicitating
himself on the acquisition of a duodecimo Carew. ‘The amorous
rhapsodies of the latter poet causc in a volume of modern shape
some arching of the eyebrows, and the “World's Olio!” the
“ Nature's Picture, drawn by Fancie’s Pencil,” or the ¢ Orations
of Divers Sorts” of the Duchess, is not likely to be dragged from
its obscurity. Altogether apart, howcver, from the sentimental
pleasure of seeing a volume of scventeenth-century poets in the
shape it originally wore, inaccuracies are common, even in the
most elaborately got-up reprints. 1 have just been studying afresh
the * Samson Agonistes ” of Milton, one of the noblest of classical
rhetorical tragedies. I have used for this purpose an edition issued
in convenient form, with an introduction and elaborate notes, as
one of a scries of school classics. The original title-page is copied,
and there is every appcarance of trustworthiness. In one of the
choruses I find it said of the Almighty that He

made our laws to bind us, not Himzself,
And /aze full right to exempt
Whom so it pleases Him by choice, &c.

Turning to the first edition, I find that the word should be
hath, when the mecaning of an obscure and impossible sentence
becomes plain. In another case hoth the first edition and the
reprint are guilty of a curious error, due, in the first place, to
Milton’s blindness and inability to correct proofs. ‘This, I think, no
cditor has had the courage to alter.  Addressing his father, Samson
says concerning his ¢ shameful garrulity ” : —
To have revealed

Secrets of men, the secrets of a friend,

How heinous had the fact been, how deserving

(Contempt, and scorn of all, to be ¢xcluded

All friendship, and avoided as a blab,

The mark of fool set on his itont ?

But I God's counsel have not kept, is holy secret

Presumptuously have publish’d, impiously,

Weakly at least and shamefully, &c.

Here the two words in italics have dropped out of the line

previous and should be restored to its close, giving both lines

the requisite metrical form. Milton is fond of experiments in

versification. In this case, however, there is obviously a slip in

printing. SYLVANUS URBAN,
Spottiswoode & Co. Printers, New-atvect Square, Londen.






















